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66  Usually  1 find  myself  writing  about  the  “larger” 
issues  that  affect  our  small  community,  however  this 
time  I want  to  talk  about  something  that’s  much  closer 
to  home  — a very  special  collection  of  people  called  the 
Congress  of  Representatives. 

Now,  if  you’ve  never  heard  of  the  Congress,  that’s  okay 
’cause  lotsa  people  haven’t,  but  we’re  gonna  change  that.  The 
Congress  of  Representatives,  or  CoR,  is  an  idea  that  Alison 
Laing  kicked  around  in  1988.  She  and  I proposed  it  officially 
to  the  community  in  February  1989.  The  idea  was  simple.  The 
then-new  International  Foundation  for  Gender  Education 
(IFGE)  had  no  way  of  “hearing”  what  was  going  on  in  the 
community.  The  IFGE  was  insulated.  Alison  and  1 felt  there 
should  be  a way  to  have  the  smaller  voices  in  our  community 
get  heard  at  the  “upper  levels.”  Hence  the  Congress.  That  is, 
one  person  appointed  from  each  support  group  that  could 
attend  the  annual  IFGE  convention  where  the  Congress  would 
also  meet.  The  Congress  could  then  make  recommendations 
and  advisements  to  IFGE.  Simple.  Right?  Ha! 

The  idea  of  a Congress  stumbled  along  with  spits  and 
spurts  until  last  year  when  several  of  us  took  the  bull  by  the 
horns  and  reaffirmed  the  purpose.  Those  present  elected  a 
Chair,  Vice-Chair  and  a Secretary.  They’ve  been  working  to 
formalize  the  concept  a little  more  and  better  define  Congres- 
sional activities.  We  even  have  By  Laws  now.  The  Congress  is 
evolving  rapidly  and  Rep  meetings  are  no  longer  limited  to 
only  the  IFGE  annual  convention.  Congress  work-groups  will 
be  held  at  various  regional  events  around  the  country 

So,  once  again,  I plead  with  you  to  get  involved.  If  your 
group  has  not  appointed  a rep  to  the  Congress,  please  do  so  and 
let  the  Congress  know  who  that  person  is.  If  you’re  organizing 
a regional  event  and  would  like  to  sponsor  a Congressional 
work-group,  please  let  the  Congress  know.  You  can  write  to  the 
Congress  of  Representatives,  careofP.O.  Box  941,  Southeast- 
ern, PA  19399-0941 
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Profile 

Name:  Rachel  Jean  Tracy 
Age:  Beyond  thirtysomething 
Profession:  Therapist 
Residence:  SE  Florida  Coast 
Height:  6'  1" 

Weight:  160# 

Measurements:  42-27-37/  Size  12 

Shoe  size:  1 IB 

Favorite  Things 

Shoes  style:  3"  - 4"  Pumps 

Perfume:  Red  Door 

Movie:  The  Fountainhead,  2001 

Music:  Big  Band,  50s  - 60’s  Rock,  Jazz 

Style  of  Dress:  Figure  flattering  & clingy 

Place:  Society  Islands,  Colorado  Rockies 

Turn-Ons:  The  company  of  attractive, 

competent,  independent  women;  dancing, 

sailing,  scuba  diving,  Alpine  skiing. 

Turn-Offs:  Stereotypical  gender-role 

behavior,  political  correctness,  fanatics. 


LadyLike:  You  worked  in  NY's  Club  82  as  a 
chorus  girl.  Tell  us  about  that  experience. 

Rachel  Jean  Tracy:  Working  in  the  chorus  line 
of  Club  82  opened  parts  of  my  personality  that  were 
just  waiting  to  be  expressed.  I had  always  had 
physical  athleticism,  fluidity  and  gracefulness 
coupled  with  an  almost  hedonistic  zeal,  wanting  to 
experience  and  taste  the  potpourri  of  pleasures 
awaiting  an  adventurous  young  man. 

Being  a native  New  Yorker  and  living  in  the 
Village  at  that  time  brought  me  into  contact  with 
wonderfully  new,  alternative,  and  sometimes  bi- 
zarre, lifestyles.  All  of  them  only  heightened  and 
titillated  my  curiosity.  Under  the  tutelage  of  a 
woman  who  had,  only  months  before  I became  a 
female  impersonator,  introduced  me  at  age  22  to 
my  very  first  crossdressing  experience,  I accepted 
that  I had  a natural  talent  for  creating  the  female 


Qachel  Jean  Tracy 


illusion.  Once  on  stage,  I became  immersed  in  the 
wonderfully  satisfying  world  of  creating  a female 
identity  for  the  purpose  of  public  entertainment. 

I was  part  of  a chorus  line  of  “girls”  and  chorus 
boys  who  performed  choreographed  routines.  Be- 
tween the  featured  headline  female  impersonator 
acts  like  Baby  Martell,  Kit  Rodgers,  Kim  August,  Ty 
Hardin  — our  Mistress  of  Ceremonies  (the  Sophie 
Tucker  of  impersonators)  — and  many  talented  and 
famous  others,  the  chorus  would  do  costumed 
dance  routines  such  as  Roaring  20’s,  Rock  & Roll 
Girls,  etc.  The  finale  was  always  the  Vegas  Showgirl, 
Ziegfield-type  revue  glorifying  women.  We  wore 
scanty  and  leggy  sequined  outfits  with  feathers, 
silk,  rhinestones  and  elaborate  head-dresses,  al- 
ways accentuated  with  a great  deal  of  posing  and 
provocative  time-step  showgirl  strutting. 

It  turned  out  to  be  the  most  physically  demand- 
ing work  I have  ever  done,  even  for  the  short  time  I 
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Lady-Life  Profile 

LL:  You  said  that  an  older  woman  helped  you 
get  the  job.  Who  was  she  and  what  significance 
did  she  have  in  your  life? 


RJT:  Jennifer  was  a stripper  at  Tony  Pastor’s 
club  in  the  Village.  She  was  28,  statuesque  and 
intriguing.  She  had  an  overwhelming  female  pres- 
ence and  sensuality.  She  also  enjoyed  her  sexuality 
and  she  could  lead  me  to  follow  her  into  a world  of 
never-before  conceived  gender  and  sexual  adven- 
tures. To  me,  she  was  a living  dream.  To  her,  I was 
someone  she  could  mold  into  a kind  of  female  that 
she  could  take  pleasure  from  having  created. 

Within  three  months  from  the  time  we  started 
dating,  she  took  me  from  panties,  bra  and  stockings 
to  complete  makeovers  and  accumulating  a com- 
plete woman’s  wardrobe,  selected  by  her.  The  idea 
for  me  to  become  a female  impersonator  was  all 
hers.  Jennifer  was  friendly  with  some  of  the  per- 
formers at  Club  82  and  when  she  heard  there  was 
an  opening  for  a “girl”  she  said  she  could  get  me  an 


did  it.  Being  snugly  cinched,  night  after  night,  was, 
at  times,  very  uncomfortable  and  made  breathing 
difficult  during  some  of  the  more  strenuous  num- 
bers. The  heels  caused  leg  cramps  and  the  fishnets 
cut  welts  into  your  feet.  The  constant  shaving, 
makeup  and  taping  left  my  skin  raw  and  tender. 

On  the  other  hand,  I learned  to  appreciate  the 
meticulous  care  needed  to  create  a flattering  female 
image.  I actually  began  to  not  only  look  the  part,  but 
I seemed  to  be  living  and  feeling  like  a woman. 

I worked  as  an  impersonator  for  only  three 
months.  I began  to  get  concerned  about  my  future. 
I had  planned  a military  career  which  was  due  to 
start  in  three  months  and  here  I was  thinking  that 
I did  not  want  to  stop.  Even  though  I felt  secure  in 
my  sexuality,  my  masculine  gender-identity  was 
being  pushed  farther  into  the  background.  Three 
weeks  later  I quit  the  revue.  I loaded  up  my  car  and 
headed  west.  After  driving  around  for  a month  and 
a half,  I returned  to  New  York  and  entered  Pilot 
Training  school. 
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being.  I have  accepted  Rachel  Jean,  but  under  no 
circumstances  is  crossdressing  required  as  a basis 
for  a relationship  with  a female. 

Once  my  crossdressing  evolved  from  fetishistic 
dimensions  to  an  awareness  that  celebrated  femi- 
ninity, my  relationships  with  women  took  on  a 
whole  new  wonderful  meaning.  Women  helped  me 
develop  an  insight  into  the  feminine  that  I always 
sensed  was  in  me,  but  now  realized  was,  in  actual- 
ity, a very  real,  wonderful,  natural  part  of  my  life. 

How  do  I tell  someone?  There  is  no  grand  design 
that  I follow.  It  comes  about  through  a natural 
affinity.  Among  these  are  my  own  feelings  of  secu- 
rity in  my  sexuality,  and  respect  and  empathy  for 
women.  However,  I can  give  TVs  a couple  of  “tips.” 
(A)  Lose  the  idea  that  you  have  a “special”  under- 
standing of  femininity  and  that  you  bring  positive 
growth  to  the  relationship  by  crossdressing.  (B) 
Look  at  the  dynamics  of  your  relationship.  If  there  is 
open  communication,  non-defensiveness  and  little 
stereotypical  gender  role  playing,  then  the  subject  of 
transvestism  can  almost  always  be  introduced 


audition.  I just  laughed  at  the  whole  idea.  The  rest 
is  now  history. 

By  the  time  Jennifer  set-up  my  audition,  pre- 
tending to  be  a woman  and  acting  feminine  had 
become  almost  second  nature  to  me.  Yet,  I never 
lived  as  a female  full-time.  The  longest  continuous 
time  I’ve  spent  as  a female  is  only  five  days.  I have 
never  considered  living  full-time,  probably  since  I 
find  it  so  natural  to  express  my  femininity  hand-in- 
hand  with  my  masculinity.  Besides,  I have  so  many 
activities  I enjoy  as  a male,  that  I wouldn’t  want  to 
give  them  up.  I like  who  I am,  just  the  way  I am. 

LL:  How  about  your  relationships  with  other 
women?  How  do  you  tell  someone  about  Rachel 
Jean? 

RJT:  I promised  myself,  with  regard  to  being  a 
transvestite,  that  I would  be  open  and  honest  about 
myself  and  my  lifestyle.  I refuse  to  hide  or  deny  that 
which  is  an  integral  part  of  who  I am  as  a human 
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LL:  You  were  introduced  to  LL  by  your  current 
partner.  How  did  that  come  about? 

RJT:  I have  been  in  an  extended  and  loving 
relationship  with  Paula  (my  current  partner)  for  a 
number  of  years.  She  enjoys  having  Rachel  Jean  as 
a friend  and  confidant.  She  has  often  expressed 
how  much  she  appreciates  having  been  introduced 
to  Rachel  Jean  and  having  the  option  and  variety  of 
including  her  as  part  of  our  complete  male-female 
relationship.  Within  her  own  circle  of  female  friends, 
Paula  proudly  admits  to  a relationship  with  a 
transvestite.  The  last  few  years,  Paula  has  had 
occasional  gatherings  whereby  she  has  introduced 
me  as  Rachel  Jean  to  her  girlfriends. 

Paula  saw  a personal  ad  from  Debbie  Brooks 
(Profiled  in  LL#2)  in  another  TV  publication  and 
contacted  her.  When  Paula  visited  her  family  in 
Texas,  she  was  able  to  spend  time  with  Debbie  one 
to  one.  Debbie  gave  Paula  a copy  of  LadyLike  that 
Paula  give  to  me. 

With  Paula’s  enthusiasm,  acceptance  and  love,  it 


seemed  perfectly  logical  that  I should  submit  my 
photos  and  letter  to  you  for  possible  inclusion  in 
your  magazine.  The  real  bonus  is  being  selected  to 
be  a Profile! 

LL:  Your  “stats”  say  that  you’re  a Therapist. 
That’s  a long  leap  from  chorus  girl.  How  did  you 
get  involved  in  counseling? 

RJT:  Why  Ms.  Roberts! . . . Are  you  implying  that 
in  an  age  when  bodaciously  glamorous  specimens 
of  bikini-clad  female  pulchritude,  competing  in 
beauty  contests  and  appearing  in  centerfolds,  as- 
pire to  be  the  next  Mother  Theresa  and  cure  world 
hunger,  or  become  astrophysicists  and  beam  up  to 
Mars. . . that  some  poor  l’il  ole  former  TV  chorus  girl 
like  me  couldn’t  have  become  a counselor?  Well!  Ah 
declare! 

Seriously,  my  short  career  as  a chorus  girls  was 
more  significant  as  it  pertained  to  my  introduction 
to  crossdressing  and  transvestism,  than  it  was  as  a 
job.  At  the  time,  I was  a college  graduate  with  a 
degree  in  engineering  awaiting  entry  to  a career  as 
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a pilot.  Find  pleasure  in  crossdressing  was  not 
something  I had  conceived  as  being  a part  of  my  life. 
Over  the  years  I had  become  motivated  to  explore 
the  roots,  causes,  psychological  attitudes  and  re- 
search related  to  transvestism.  As  I began  in  ear- 
nest, I confirmed  what  I had  only  suspected;  there 
is  almost  a deliberate  avoidance  of  in-depth  re- 
search in  this  country  into  crossdressing  behavior. 
From  my  experience,  the  mental  health  community 
represents  an  attitude  of  indifference  and  igno- 
rance. I made  a decision.  I returned  to  college  to 
earn  a degree  in  Psychology  and  later  a Masters  in 
Counseling. 

In  relation  to  gender  anomalies  and  transvestism, 
I was  to  discover  just  how  deep  the  ignorance, 
misinformation  and  homophobia  runs  in  both 
academia  and  the  mental  health  community. 

Although  my  greatest  interest  continues  to  be  in 
the  area  of  cross-gender  behavior,  I find  myself 
drawn  to  relationship  counseling.  A large  part  of  my 
work  involves  helping  clients  develop  improved 
communication  and  coping  skills.  Much  of  this  is 
done  in  the  context  of  gaining  an  awareness  and 


understanding  of  the  influence  that  socialization 
and  narrow  stereotypical  gender  roles  play  in  rela- 
tionships. Too  often,  the  gender  roles  we  are  taught 
from  childhood  prevent  individuals  from  finding  a 
true  balance  in  their  lives  and  in  how  they  relate  to 
one  another. 

LL:  What,  in  your  opinion  as  a counselor,  is 
the  biggest  misconception  about  crossdressers 
among  other  counselors? 

RJT:  In  regard  to  sexuality  in  general  and 
transvestism  specifically,  there  is  a pluralistic  igno- 
rance, a condition  of  non-information  and  misinfor- 
mation that  serves  to  direct  (or  misdirect)  a powerful 
drive.  It  is  difficult  to  single  out  the  greatest  miscon- 
ception from  a forest  of  misconceptions.  The  major- 
ity of  mental  health  practitioners  are  obviously 
lacking  in  agreement  about,  or  understanding  of 
crossdressing  and  its  roots  as  a gender  identity 
anomaly.  Both  the  American  Psychiatric  Associa- 
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tion  and  the  American  Psychological  Association 
label;  transvestism  as  a Sexual  Disorder. 
Overgeneralizations  and  Freudian  catch-phrases 
flourish  among  mental  health  therapists  when  at- 
tempting to  deal  with  crossdressing.  It  becomes  a 
litany  of  ignorance  and  psychobabble  such  as: 
Latent  Homosexuality.  Bisexual  Identity,  Oedipal 
Situation,  Gender  Confusion,  Petticoat  Punish- 
ment, Mother’s  Feminized  Phallus,  Effeminate  Ten- 
dency, Father’s  Passivity,  Castration  Anxiety,  etc. 
The  need  to  justify  categorization  of  the  transvestic 
“perversion”  is  in  itself  almost  bizarre.  To  most 
therapists,  the  possibility  that  transvestism  repre- 
sents an  extension  of  the  range  of  male  sexuality,  is 
inconceivable. 

LL:  What  have  you  done  to  change  this  per- 
ception? (How’s  that  for  putting  you  on  the 
spot!?) 

RJT:  My  professional  life  does  not  lend  itself  to 
open  disclosure  of  my  personal  lifestyle  as  a trans- 


vestite. To  the  general  public,  this  would  greatly 
impair  my  ability  to  function  as  a counselor. 

I have  found  it  easier  to  disseminate  information 
and  to  teach  others  to  understand  and  be  more 
tolerant  when  they  are  not  “threatened”  by  some- 
one who  is  a transvestite. 

Fortunately,  I have  been  able,  when  the  opportu- 
nity arises,  to  give  lectures  on  transvestism  to  small 
groups  of  mental  health  practitioners  in  both  civil- 
ian and  military  communities.  I have  been  invited 
with  greater  frequency  to  lecture  at  a university  and 
a community  college  to  students  enrolled  in  Psy- 
chology of  Sexuality  and  Sociology  of  Deviance.  I 
have  found  the  students  to  be  openly  receptive, 
especially  the  women. 

LL:  Is  Rachel  an  “escape  mechanism”  or  is 
this  really  you? 

RJT:  I permit  myself  to  accept  and  enjoy  being 
the  person  I am,  both  masculine  and  feminine. 
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Rachel  Jean  is  really  me,  just  as  my  everyday, 
public  and  private  male-self  is  really  me.  My  male- 
ness and  femaleness  are  freely  intermingled,  thus 
avoiding  any  compulsive  desire  to  be  all  male  and 
masculine,  or  all  female  and  feminine.  Rachel  Jean 
is  definitely  not  an  “escape  mechanism.”  As  my 
femme-self,  I grew  and  became  less  the  grand 
illusion  and  more  the  relaxed  and  instinctive  fe- 
male. What  seems  to  be  a key  behavior  trait  of  my 
own  transvestism  is  knowing  that  the  option  to 
crossdress  exists  and  I choose  freely  when  Rachel 
Jean  is  to  be  physically  depicted. 

I do  not  live  in  a polarized  world  of  masculinity 
and  femininity,  but  rather  combine  them  and  can 
thus  joyfully  exercise  a broader  range  of  behavior 
and  expression  as  a person.  If  no  other  point  of 
understanding  is  gleaned  from  this  profile  by  your 
readers,  let  one  thing  stand  out  above  all  others: 
When  I decide  to  choose  Rachel  Jean,  she  is  an 
enjoyable  affirmation  and  enrichment  to  my  life, 
and  not  an  escape  from  who  I am!!! 


Returning  Next  Issue 


See  details  in  the  back 
of  this  issue  about  how 
to  get  your  Personal  Ad 
in  the  next  LadyLike. 
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Girl  Talk  is  your  forum.  Any 
question  on  any  topic  is  fair 
game  from  makeup  secrets  to 
the  psychology  of  gender  transpositions. 
If  you  have  a question  for  JoAnn,  write 
to  her  care  of  this  magazine. 

Dear  JoAnn, 

Because  of  my  heavy  beard,  I have 
to  use  Dermablend  as  a beardcover. 
The  problem  I have  is  that  the  make- 
up always  comes  off  on  my  blouse, 
clothes  and  lingerie.  How  can  I make 
the  makeup  stay  put? 

Cindy,  Miami,  FL 


Dear  Cindy, 

I have  never  used  Dermablend  but  I 
am  familiar  with  it  and  similar  high-cov- 
erage  products.  Dermablend  and  the  like 
were  never  intended  as  “all  over”  founda- 
tions. They  are  supposed  to  be  used  to 
“cover  up”  small  problem  areas.  Little 
did  the  makers  realize  that  our  “problem 
area”  is  our  entire  face. 

Anyway,  I’m  assuming  that  you  use 
the  setting  powder  that  they  sell  with 
Dermablend.  The  powder  is  important  in 
sealing  any  foundation.  I think  that  you 
should  try  the  alcohol  sealing  as  I de- 
scribe in  Art  & Illusion.  If  that  doesn’t 
work,  look  for  the  Sta-Spray  that  I de- 
scribe in  the  ASd  Companion. 

As  a last  resort,  try  using  one  of  the 
new,  non-aerosol,  hair  stiffening  sprays. 
The  composition  is  almost  the  same  as 
the  Sta-Spray.  Remember,  non-aerosol, 
the  kind  that  uses  a pump  head.  Spray 
only  your  neck  and  lower  jaw.  do  not  get 

THIS  STUFF  NEAR  YOUR  EYES. 

I also  recommend  that  you  tiy  my  red- 
lipstick  beard  cover  trick  and  cut  way 
down  on  the  amount  of  Dermablend. 

Also,  you  can  get  an  old  pillow  case 
and  slit  it  open  to  make  a small  “tent” 
that  you  can  put  over  your  face  when 
you  need  to  put  on  tight  clothing. 
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Dear  JoAnn, 

Your  proof-reader  dropped  the  ball. 
In  response  to  Trudy,  from  Mesa,  AZ 
(LL#13)  you  mentioned  the  HipSlip 
from  Elaine  Edwards  of  IXE.  I failed  to 
find  this  Resource  listed  in  the  maga- 
zine. Your  reference  was  of  more  than 
a casual  interest.  Please  rectify  the 
omission. 

Lois  F.,  Eureka,  CA 

Dea  Lois, 

Well,  see,  I just  forgot  that  read- 
ers out  there  might  not  know  that  IXE 
and  the  Indiana  Crossdressers  Society 
are  one  and  the  same.  So,  you  are  for- 
given for  not  finding  the  IXE  listing  in 
the  Resource  Section. 

However,  allow  me  to  give  you  an  even 
better  address.  Write  to:  Geiger-GMC, 
8105  VF  Trail,  Indianapolis,  IN  46214. 
Ordering  info:  Regular  HipSlip-$20, 
HipSlip  Xtra-$30(more  flair).  Send  waist 
measurement.  Add  $2.50  postage  & 
handling.  Waist  Size  38  and  larger  add 
$5.00.  Specify  color:  White,  Black,  Beige, 
& Pink.  I hope  this  makes  up  for  the  pre- 
vious “slip”  up. 

AND,  WHILE  WE’RE  IN  INDIANAPOLIS 

Dear  JoAnn, 

Sometime  in  your  Girl  Talk  you 
might  want  to  mention  that  Lane 
Bryant  and  Roaman’s  are  good  places 
for  us  larger  girls  to  shop.  They  have 
given  me  good  service  and  have  made 
refunds  and  exchanges  with  no  prob- 


lems. They  also  have  toll-free  num- 
bers to  order  or  ask  questions: 

Lane  Bryant,  PO  Box  8301,  India- 
napolis, IN  46283-8301,  1-800-477- 
7070 

Roaman’s  PO  Box  8360,  Indianapo- 
lis, IN  46283-8360,  1-800-274-7130 

Hugs,  Barbara  Jean,  Eastern  KY 

Dear  JoAnn, 

Are  there  any  long  term  and/or 
harmful  effects  of  genital  tucking  as 
described  in  LL#11?  I’ve  heard  about 
cancer  of  testes  in  males  with  unde- 
scended testicles.  What  about  sperm 
production?  Can  I become  sterile? 

J.  J.,  Southwest. 


continued  next  page 
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Dear  J.  J., 

To  answer  this  question,  I went  to  my 
medical  authority,  Delia  Van  Maris,  M.D. 
(Yes,  the  same  Delia  who  authored  the 
photo  articles)  and  she  says: 

“When  the  testes  migrate  from  an 
intra-abdominal  position  into  the  scrotal 
sac  (as  they  do  during  fetal  develop- 
ment), they  do  so  under  the  influence  of 
a complex  set  of  hormonal  messages 
that  we  do  not  clearly  understand.  Fail- 
ure to  descend  can  occur  at  any  stage  of 
development. 

Testicular  degeneration  and  testicular 
cancer  can  occur  in  undescended  testes. 
The  incidence  is  low  (5%-10%)  and  the 
risk  begins  at  around  10  years  of  age.  In 
such  cases,  the  testicles  are  either 
brought  down  surgically  or  removed. 

There  are  no  medical  data  concerning 
crossdressers  and  testicular  tucking. 
When  we  crossdressers  do  a “tuck,”  we 
send  the  testicles  part  of  the  way  back 
through  the  inguinal  canal.  The  result- 
ing slight  rise  in  temperature  inhibits 
spem  production,  but  this  is  reversible. 
There  should  be  no  permanent  changes. 
In  this  sense,  tucking  is  no  worse  than 
wearing  jockey  shorts. 

Two  additional  comments  are  appro- 
priate, though.  When  tucked  your  testes 
are  in  the  inguinal  canal,  not  in  an 
intra-abdominal  position.  There  is  a 
great  difference  in  temperature  between 
these  locations  in  the  body  and  this  less- 
ens the  risk  of  any  permanent  damage. 
Also,  in  patients  with  undescended  tes- 


tes (who  often  have  other  anatomic  ab- 
normalities) the  testes  are  usually  ab- 
normal during  fetal  development,  which 
may  account  for  both  the  cancer  and  ab- 
normal position. 

So  tuck  away  ladies!  Maybe  we  should 
all  will  our  organs  to  medical  science  for 
post-operative  or  (God-forbid!)  post- 
mortem examination!?! 

Delia” 

Dear  JoAnn, 

I just  found  your  magazine.  How 
long  does  it  take  to  become  a TS? 

Tina  P.,  MN 


Dear  Tina, 

Let  me  paraphrase  J.P.  Morgan:  If  you 
have  to  ask,  you  ain’t  one.  Transsexuals 
are  bom,  not  created.  One  does  not  “be- 
come” a transsexual  after  a period  of 
time  as  a transvestite.  One  either  “is”  or 
“is  not”  a transsexual. 

There  are  a lot  of  misguided  people 
who  think  they’re  transsexual,  but  really 
aren’t.  Those  that  really  are  transsexuals 
have  known  since  a very  early  age.  Most 
(although  not  all)  of  the  people  in 
later  life  having  re- 
assignment, are 
secondary  trans- 
sexuals, not 
primary. 


'til  next  time — 
Hugs,  JoAnn 
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MIRAGE  BREAST  FORMS 

“Be  All  You  Want  To  Be” 


Mirage  is  a breast  form  that  attaches  to  your  body  with  medical  adhesive.  Mirage  can  be  worn 
for  days  at  a time.  You  can  even  go  braless.  Dance  the  night  away  with  a natural  bustline. 

We  offer  a full  line  of  breast  forms,  wigs,  lingerie,  “How  To”  books,  story  books,  magazines  and 
even  large  size  fingernails  for  larger  hands. 

Finally,  a reliable  company  with  a proven  track  record  for  prompt  and  confidential  service. 

For  more  information  on  Mirage  and  our  other  products  and  services,  please 
send  $5.00  to: 


MIRAGE,  Box  6678-A,  Glendale,  CA  91225-0678 


/ ^ 

SPtUrve  <J&/e4C€iMclesi 

IMAGE  CONSULTANT 

* <3)iffie4&nl  ’ ’ 

v J 

• Make-up  Application  and  Lessons  • Shopping  Services 

• Wardrobe  Consultation  and  Evaluation  • Feminine  Image  Transformation 

• Dressing  Sessions 


My  service  is  a unique  combined  approach  of  professional 
adviser /consultant  and  sensitive  caring  friend.  It  is  provided  for  the 
serious  client  on/y,  in  a comfortable,  discreet  atmosphere  on  an  individual 
basis.  Working  together  we  can  create  and  refine  the  feminine  image  you  desire. 

By  Appointment:  215-635-TV58 

1657  THE  FAIRWAY  • SUITE  190  • JENKINTOWN,  PA  19046 


(Suburban  Philadelphia) 


Kay’s  Comer 


© 1992  Kay  Lightner 


FICTION 
CATALOGS 
SHOP  TALK 
GROUPS  • ADVICE 
TRUE  EXPERIENCES 
CALENDAR  OF  EVENTS 
SUPPORT  • SERVICES 
CLUBS  • MEETING  OTHERS 
PERSONALS*  PRODUCTS 
CLINICS*  PHYSICIANS 


• 1-9 


$1.99  PER  MINUTE  PLUS  $2 
CONNECTION  FEE  (YOU  CONTROL  THE 
LENGTH  FROM 

1-11  MINUTES)  MUST  BE  18  OR  HAVE 
PARENTAL  PERMISSION  TO  CALL. 
ATS,  BOX  566065  ATL.  GA.31156 
(404)333-6464 
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The  Amazing 

Adventures  of 
SuperTran  — 

Transvestite  Secret  Agent 

t>V  Sarah  Spun  da 


The  President  called  in  his  Chief  of 
Staff.  “We’ve  got  a big  one  this  time.  An 
American  city  may  be  destroyed  by  a 
nuclear  device.  We’ve  got  to  stop  it.” 

“I’ll  call  the  CIA.” 

“It’s  too  big  for  the  CIA,”  said  the 
President. 

“How  about  the  Pentagon?” 

“Too  secret  for  the  Pentagon.” 

“Well  then,  the  National  Security 
Agency...” 

“No,”  said  the  President,  “this  is  too 
difficult  for  the  NSA.  I’m  afraid  there’s 
only  one  agency  that  can  handle  it.” 

“Agriculture!”  said  the  Chief. 

Deep  beneath  the  Department  of 
Agriculture  lies  the  headquarters  of 
the  super  secret  organization  Mox  Nix. 
Headed  up  by  Under-Under-Secretary 
of  Agriculture  John  Doe,  this  tiny  intel- 
ligence agency  is  unknown  to  Con- 
gress and  answers  only  to  the  President. 

Having  received  his  orders,  John 
Doe  phoned  a super  secret  telephone 
number  known  only  to  him.  He  rolled 
a pencil  in  his  fingers  as  he  talked  into 


the  phone.  His  half  of  the  conversation 
went  like  this: 

“Hello,  Stanley.  This  is  John  ...  Well, 
I’m  sorry.  Do  you  want  me  to  call  back 
after  the  world  falls  apart ...  Of  course  it 
is.  I wouldn’t  call  you  if  there  wasn’t  a 
job...  Oh  stuff  rt,  Stanley.  World  crises 
don’t  respect  your  vacation  schedule. . . 
But  we  already  pay  you  twice  what  any 
other  agent  gets. . . There  are  nottwo  of 
you,  there  is  one  ofyou,  and  no,  I don’t 
wish  to  speak  to  Stella.” 

At  the  other  end  of  the  line,  still  in 
his  bathrobe  although  it  was  almost 
noon,  was  Stanley  Tate  - secret  agent 
extraordinnaire.  He  had  been  about  to 
step  into  a bubble  bath  when  the  hotline 
rang,  and  he  wasn’t  in  any  mood  for 
this  cloak  find  dagger  stuff.  He  wanted 
to  go  to  Las  Vegas  this  weekend,  and 
relax  in  the  sun. 

“No,  John,”  he  said  into  his  end  of 
the  phone.  “It  isn’t  fair.  Get  somebody 
else...  Well  then  get  a man  AND  a 
woman.  I never  understand  why  you 
always  come  after  me...  I suppose  I 
continued  next  page 
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am  the  best.  Butyour  flattery  doesn’t 
change  the  fact  that  this  is  going  to 
costyou  triple. . . OK,  double,  but  that’s 
my  final  offer...  Right,  try  that  and 
you’ll  never  see  me  again... Fine,  I’ll 
pick  it  up.  Goodbye.” 

Ten  minutes  later  Stanley,  wearing 
jeans  and  a rugby  shirt,  walked  into  the 
lingerie  department  at  Nordstrom.  “I 
need  a red  bra,  size  38B,  with  match- 
ing lace  panties,  size  7,  two  pair  of 
Christian  Dior  pantyhose,  taupe,  size 
D,  and  a half  slip,”  he  said  to  the  head 
salesperson.  “It’s...  for  my  wife.” 

The  woman  nodded  knowingly. 
“Yes,  sir,  ” she  said.  “We  have  it  already 
wrapped  up  for  you.”  She  produced  a 
white  box  from  the  back  room,  rang  up 
No  Sale  on  the  cash  register,  and  said, 
“Thank  you  for  shopping  at 
Nordstrom’s.” 

Stanley  took  the  secret  package 
containing  the  details  of  his  assign- 
ment to  a nearby  cafe.  He  took  a 
cappuccino  and  croissant  to  a table  by 
the  window  where  the  light  was  good , 
and  examined  the  dossier.  This  looked 
like  a tough  job. 

Abu  Ben  Adam,  the  absolute  ruler 
of  the  small  Pacific  island  of  Cancion, 
had  acquired  a nuclear  device  and 
planned  to  use  it  to  blow  up  the  city  of 
San  Francisco.  It  was  Stanley’s  job  to 
get  onto  the  island,  find  the  bomb, 
steed  it,  and  get  off  the  island  seifely. 
The  job  was  made  more  difficult  be- 
cause Ben  Adam  had  an  unstable  per- 
sonality, eind  could  not  be  relied  on  to 
act  in  a predictable  manner. 

Two  days  later,  at  the  Ritz  Hotel  in 
Ceuicion  City,  Stanley  Tate  prepeued  him- 
self for  a transformation.  He  took  a hot 
bath,  shaved  his  face  and  legs,  and 
wrapped  up  in  a bathrobe  for  warmth. 
He  opened  a jar  of  what  seemed  to  be 
ordinary  cold  cream.  The  grayish  cream 
was  actually  an  experimental  drug  called 
No  Hair.  Stanley  spread  it  on  his  face  and 
let  it  remain  there  for  five  minutes,  know- 
ing that  this  would  prevent  his  beard 
from  growing  for  a full  week. 

He  had  used  No  Hair  in  the  past, 
with  the  result  that  his  whiskers  came 


bade  a little  thinner  and  lighter  after 
every  application.  He  supposed  that  if 
he  stayed  in  this  business,  he’d  be  left 
eventually  with  nothing  but  a bit  of 
peach  fuzz  on  his  chin.  He  rinsed  off 
the  remaining  cream,  and  went  to 
work  on  his  makeup. 

Half  an  hour  later,  a blonde  beauty 
looked  back  from  the  mirror.  The  lips 
were  a bit  thin,  and  the  nose  a trifle 
crooked,  but  the  lines  ofthe  face  pulled 
attention  to  the  green  eyes,  eyes  that 
were  converted  from  Stanley’s  natural 
blue  by  green  contact  lenses. 

He  dressed  himself  in  a white  linen 
suit  with  a straight  skirt  that  dropped 
about  two  inches  below  the  knee.  He 
topped  the  ensemble  off  with  a furry 
white  pillbox  hat.  When  he  looked  in 
the  mirror,  Stanley  saw  a pretty  woman 
look  bade  but  the  transformation  was 
not  complete.  He  was  still  Stanley 
Tate,  however  much  he  looked  like  a 
woman.  There  was  one  more  step  to 
complete. 

He  sat  on  the  floor  in  a half-lotus 
pose.  For  fifteen  minutes  he  practiced 
alternate  nostril  breathing,  using  his 
manicured  fingers  to  dose  offone  nos- 
tril then  the  other.  Next  he  chanted, 
“Om,  om,  om,”  in  three  rounds  of 
thirteen,  each  repetition  vibrating 
through  his  body  and  unifying  him 
with  the  insubstantial  planes  of  reality. 
Finally  he  intoned  the  chant  oftransfor- 
mation.  “Oh  Goddess,  make  me  your 
instrument.  Enter  my  body,  and 
through  me  you  live.  Om,  om,  om.” 

At  the  end  ofthe  chant,  StellaTate’s 
eyes  popped  open.  It  had  been  a long 
time  since  she  had  taken  over  Stanley’s 
body.  It  felt  good  to  be  alive  again.  She 
was  not  surprised  to  find  herself  in  this 
hotel  room.  She  vaguely  remembered 
the  trip  to  Cancion  but  was  unclear 
about  the  other  details  ofthe  mission. 
Fortunately,  Stanley  had  provided  her 
a written  summary,  with  an  outline  of 
his  recommended  strategy. 

“There  is  a backgammon  tourna- 
ment atthe  resortthis  week,”  he  wrote. 
“Abu  Ben  Adam  himself  will  present 
the  winners’  trophies.  If  you  can  make 
it  to  the  finals,  you  will  have  a chance 
to  meet  him  personally.  You  can  use 
your  famous  charm  from  there  on  out.  ” 


She  crumpled  the  note  and  tossed  it 
in  the  wastebasket.  “Oh,  Stanley,”  Stella 
said  to  herself,  “You  are  such  a stick  in 
the  mud.  And  look  at  this  outfit  you’ve 
dressed  me  in!  A pillbox  hat  no  less!” 

She  whipped  off  the  linen  suit,  and 
put  on  a pair  of  jeans  and  a tee  shirt  with 
a picture  of  Bruce  Springsteen  and  the 
words,  “Blinded  by  the  light.”  She  con- 
sidered going  barefoot,  but  since  she 
was  staying  in  such  a fancy  hotel,  she 
put  on  a pair  of  sandals.  She  packed  her 
purse  and  set  out  to  save  the  world. 

A few  minutes  later,  Stella  presented 
herself  at  the  door  ofthe  royal  palace. 
“Hi,”  she  said  to  the  guard,  “I  have  a 
gift  for  the  King.  Can  I come  in?” 

“Little  miss,”  said  the  guard,  "you 
can  come  in.  Any  pretty  woman  can 
come  into  the  palace.  The  difficulty  is 
in  getting  bade  out.  Are  you  certain 
you  want  to  enter?  Think  for  a minute 
what  I say.” 

Stella  stood  for  five  seconds  with  her 
head  tilted  to  the  left.  “OK,  I’ve  thought 
about  it.  I’m  ready.”  The  guard  sighed. 
He  spoke  into  a telephone,  “A  gift  for 
the  King.”  The  massive  door  opened, 
and  a liveried  butler  appeared  to  escort 
Stella  to  a small  room  with  a couch,  a 
television,  find  tapestries  on  the  wall. 
“Wait  here,”  he  said.  “Abu  Ben  Adam 
will  see  you  when  he  is  ready.” 

Elsewhere  in  the  palace,  a tall 
woman  with  Nordic  features  faced  off 
with  a shorter  woman  with  long  blade 
hair.  “I  will  not  work  in  the  laundry!” 
shouted  the  short  woman,  Maria  Ruiz. 
“At  the  midsummer  fair,  Abu  told  me 
I was  his  number  one  playmate.  I do 
not  believe  he  wants  me  to  be  a 
washerwoman.” 

“Believe  it,”  said  AnitaMoore,  head 
Frenchwoman.  “Here  is  his  signature. 
Your  status  has  changed.  It  is  best  if 
you  accept  it.” 

“NO!  “ 

“I,  too,  was  once  his  favorite,”  said 
Anita.  “But  things  change.  When  he 
took  a liking  to  you,  it  displaced  an- 
other. This  is  the  way  of  the  world.” 
She  wore  a white  jumpsuit,  and  ab- 
sentmindedly  flideed  a little  white  whip 
as  she  talked. 
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Maria  tossed  her  head  back. 

“I  will  not  believe  it  until  I hear  it 
from  his  own  lips.” 

“You  will  never  hear  that,”  said 
Anita.  “Do  you  refuse  the  new  assign- 
ment?” 

Maria  sniffed  and  turned  away.  Anita 
grabbed  the  smellier  woman  from  be- 
hind and  pulled  her  to  the  ground.  She 
lifted  Maria’s  skirt  cind  plunged  a hy- 
podermic needle  into  her  behind.  Af- 
ter a few  seconds  Maria  gave  a soft 
moan,  and  the  defiant  scowl  faded 
from  her  face. 

“Get  up!”  commanded  Anita.  “Now 
take  this  basket  and  report  to  the  laun- 
dry. Do  whatever  the  head  laundress 
tells  you.”  Dazed,  but  offering  no  resis- 
tance at  all,  Maria  stumbled  away. 

• • • 

Abu  Ben  Adam’s  throne  room  was 
designed  to  impress.  The  architect  had 
modeled  it  after  the  great  Gothic  ca- 
thedrals, with  pillars  that  seemed  to 
soar  to  the  heavens , narrowing  as  they 
rose  to  increase  the  sense  of  height, 
and  huge  vaulting  arches  that  drew 
the  eyes  upward.  On  the  ceiling  was 
painted  a giant  size  Abu  Ben  Adam, 
sitting  on  his  throne,  surrounded  by 
admiring  subjects. 

The  golden  throne  painted  on  the 
ceiling  was  an  accurate  representation 
of  the  actual  throne  which  sat  on  the 
floor.  But  the  Abu  Ben  Adam  on  the 
ceiling  had  some  differences  from  the 
man  on  the  actual  throne.  The  lung  on 
the  ceiling  had  noticeably  more  hair, 
and  exuded  an  animal  vitality  from  his 
muscular  arms  and  chest,  whose 
muscles  were  exposed  by  a loose  shirt 
that  had  been  tom,  probably  in  glori- 
ous combat.  The  king  on  the  floor  was 
more  remarkable  for  his  jowls,  which 
hung  loosely  from  his  jaw  and  swayed 
gently  when  he  moved,  in  concert 
with  ample  rolls  of  fat  which  were 
concealed  by  his  kingly  robes. 

As  the  ceiling  painting  looked  down, 
the  earthly  lung  arranged  himself  on  the 
throne.  He  turned  his  right  profile,  pre- 
tending to  listen  to  an  advisor,  and 
signaled  with  his  hand  to  admit  the 
American  woman.  Adozen  horns  blared 
out  a fanfare  and  the  master  of  arms 
cried  out,  “Prostrate  yourself  before  the 


great  Abu  Ben  Adam,  Sovereign  Ruler 
of  trie  domain  of  Cancion,  and  Master  of 
all  he  observes.  He  holds  die  power  of 
life  and  death.  His  word  is  law,  and 
before  him  all  others  are  nothing.  Abu 
Ben  Ad  am.  "The  master  of  arms  boomed 
out  his  announcement  in  his  deepest, 
most  serious  voice. 

“How  very  rude  of  me,”  said  the 
woman.  “I  haven’t  introduced  myself. 
I’m  Stella  Tate,  from  California.  I’ve 
brought  you  a present,  Abu  Ben 
Adam.”  She  advanced  toward  the 
throne,  carrying  a wrapped  package. 

A guard  drew  his  sword  and  stepped 
into  Stella’s  path.  “Halt,”  he  said.  Stella 
threw  her  package  high  in  the  air. 
When  the  guard  raised  his  eyes  to 
follow  it,  she  grabbed  his  wrist  and 
twisted,  simultaneously  hooking  his 
an  We  and  throwing  him  to  the  floor. 
She  retained  the  sword  in  one  hand, 
and  caught  the  package  in  the  other. 
She  used  the  sword  to  cut  the  ribbon, 
then  laid  the  package  on  the  ground. 

The  guard  cowered  on  the  rug.  He 
had  failed  in  his  duty  to  the  King.  He 
might  be  moments  away  from  losing 
his  head. 

But  the  King  laughed.  “How  did 
you  do  that?”  he  said. 

“It’sabackgammonset,”  saldStella. 
“I  hear  you  like  backgammon.”  She 
ripped  off  the  rest  of  the  wrapper  and 
opened  the  set.  “It’s  not  real  expen- 
sive or  anything,  just  nice  leather,  but 
its  well  proportioned  and  it  has  preci- 
sion dice.  You  like  it?” 

“Bring  it  closer,”  said  Abu.  Stella 
wasn’t  as  beautiful  as  many  others  in 
Abu’s  harem,  but  her  eyes  were  be- 
witching. They  sparkled  as  if  she  were 
thinking  of  some  private  joke  that  was 
highly  amusing.  Abu  promised  himself 
that  he  would  make  her  tell  him  that  joke 
eventually.  “It  is  a thoughtful  gift,”  he 
said  aloud,  taWng  it  from  her  hands.  “I 
accept  it.  And  in  return, you  must  letme 
give  you  dinner  and  a bed  tonight.  I can 
assure  you  ofthe  most  luxurious  accom- 
modations in  Cancion.” 

“Thanks,  King,”  said  Stella,  and  she 
was  led  off  to  the  sumptuous  boudoir 
that  Abu  Ben  Adam  provided  for  new 
recruits  to  his  harem. 


The  theme  of  the  bedroom  was 
Cloud  Nine.  It  was  huge  and  airy  and 
fluffy,  and  everything  in  it  was  the 
purest  white.  At  the  center  ofthe  main 
wall  was  a four  poster  bed  that  was 
double  a normal  lung  size  bed.  It  was 
hung  with  many  layers  of  white  tulle. 
On  either  side  of  the  bed,  the  tulle 
continued  as  drapes  for  tall  windows 
that  billowed  in  a tropical  breeze.  The 
room  was  carpeted  with  ultra  thick  pile 
that  swallowed  Stella’s  feet,  so  that 
her  legs  seemed  to  end  at  the  ankle. 

On  the  right  side  ofthe  room  was  a 
gigantic  walk-in  closet,  stocked  with 
feminine  clothes  of  all  descriptions, 
from  ball  gowns  to  leather  brassieres, 
from  frilly  panties  to  a nun’s  habit.  On 
the  left  side  ofthe  room  was  an  over- 
sized vanity  table,  with  more  drawer 
space  than  the  average  dresser,  care- 
frilly  organized  to  hold  the  best  of 
every  brand  of  makeup  known  to  the 
Western  world. 

As  she  looked  through  the  vanity, 
Stella  heard  soft  voices  coming  from 
behind  a small  door.  “Let  me  look,” 
said  one  in  a whisper.  “Quiet.  Shh, 
shh.  She’s  looking  this  way.”  Then 
there  was  a giggle. 

Stella  opened  the  door  to  find  kneel- 
ing on  the  other  side  of  the  keyhole 
three  exceptionally  attractive  women 
- a gypsy,  a fairy  princess,  and  a skier, 
by  their  appearance.  The  gypsy  mo- 
tioned the  others  back  and,  still  on  her 
knees  for  the  door  was  quite  low, 
came  into  the  room.  “Welcome,  sis- 
ter,” she  said,  standing  up.  She  wore  a 
white  blouse  and  long  black  skirt  that 
grazed  the  carpet,  and  her  long  black 
hair  was  bound  with  a red  scarf.  Dan- 
gling from  her  ears  were  flattened 
gold  coins.  Slightly  larger  coins  made 
up  a belt  that  circled  her  narrow  waist. 

“Hi,”  said  Stella.  “Who  are  you?” 

‘This  is  a door  into  the  harem  com- 
pound. You’ll  be  joining  us  on  the 
other  side  before  too  long.  Would  you 
like  to  know  more  about  your  future?  I 
can  read  your  palm.”  She  closed  the 
door  and  stuffed  a tissue  in  the  key- 
hole. 

Stella  put  out  her  hand.  The  gypsy 
continued  on  page  40 
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• CLASSIC  PUMPS  • 

• STAGE  PUMPS  • 

SIZES  9 to  14 


RED  & BLACK  LEATHER 
OR  PATENT  LEATHER 
5”  or  6”  HEELS 

Just  $95.00  includes  S & H 

California  residents  add  6/2%  sales  tax 


We  Carry: 

Dresses,  Skirts, 
Lingerie,  Shoes, 
Wigs, 

Beard  Cover, 
Make-Up, 
Garter  Belts, 
Waist  Chinchers, 
Corsets, 

Maids  Uniforms, 
Breast  Forms, 
Bras, 

Nylon  Hose, 
Pantyhose 
(Crotchless  & 
Garter  Belt) 


Phone  orders  with  M/C  or  Visa 

MANY  OTHER  STYLES  OF 
SHOES  IN  STOCK! 


,,  MAKE-UP,. 
LESSONS 

By  Appointment 


Lydia’s  TV  Fashions 


CALL  (818)995-7195 

''TFOR  CATALOG  (SEND  $5.00)  V* 

13837  Ventura  Boulevard,  Suite  2 
Sherman  Oaks,  California  91423 

Store  Hours: 

Monday  through  Friday  - 12:00  noon  to  6:00  p.m. 
Saturday  - 1 1:00  a.m.  - 8:00  p.m. 


mm 


demon's  Specialties,  Inc. 


Now,  FAX  your  order. 
617*647*4082 


Your  one-stop  place  to  shop.  By  mail  or  in  person. 

We  stock  everything  you  need  to  create  the  ultimate  in  femininity 

Clothing  — Sizes  4 to  26  V&  • Leather  & Latex  Clothing  & Accessories 

•Professional  Makeup  Lessons  • Shoes  — 10  W to  14  WW,  ZV2  to  6"  heel 
•Corsetry,  Wigs,  Jewelery  • His  & Her  Exotic  Lingerie 
•Adult  Novelties  — Videos  — Books  — Magazines 
Send  $20  (US  funds)  for  latest  catalogs  & Newsletter 
Mon-Tues-Thu:  10AM  to  6 PM  • Wed  - Fri:  Noon  to  8PM  • Sat:  10AM  to  5 PM 
Private  Appointments  • Personal,  Professional  & Caring  Service 
386-L  Moody  Street  • Waltham,  MA  02154-5260  • (617)  894-1744 


WE  RE  NOT  #1  YOU  ARE 



Mail  Order  Specialists  Spanning  the  Globe  Catering  to  the  Needs  of  Everyone! 

- 

A 

Boufton  and  Park  Society  Fifth  Annual 

Texas  ‘T’  Party  — "Tea  for  Two" 

A fun  weekend  for  cross-dressers,  their  families  and  friends 


Come  for: 

© a weekend  to  dress  with  the  girls 
© the  Texas  sun  and  warm  weather 
© the  activities,  the  outings 
9 meeting  friends,  new  and  old 


February  26th  - 28%  1993 
in  San  Antonio,  Texas 

write  to:  Texas  T Party 

P.O.  Box  700042 
San  Antonio,  TX  78270 
or  call:  (512)  545-3668 

(Wednesdays,  7:00pm-9:30pm  CT) 
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MirronoxiiM 


Jamie  Ward  - TX 


Gwen  - MD 


Sandra  - NorCal 


Sheila  Foley  - RI 
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Nicole  - NJ 


' The 


feminine 

Mystique 


m Complete  transformation  services 

■ Teaching  all  aspects  of  feminization 

■ Novices  through  advanced  welcome 

The  experienced  women  of  The  Feminine 
Mystique  provide  a full  range  of  services  in 
our  discreet  facilities.  Teaching  is  our  focus  — 
guidance  & help  to  make  you  as  self-sufficient 
as  you’d  like.  Wardrobes  provided,  & advice  in 
developing  yours.  We  have  fun,  & so  will  you! 

1218  W.  Broad  St.,  Suite  570,  Falls  Church, 
VA  22046  — (202)  686-4853 
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Gwen  - MD 


Jodie  Stone 
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Jodie  Stone 
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Lady  Paula  Howard  - Australia 


Robyn  - TN 


£5 
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Michelle  Richards  - OH 


Jodie  Stone 
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Our  listings  are  the  most  up-to-date.  Please  keep  us  informed  of  any  changes  or  additions.  Thanks 


• National  Organizations  • 

International  Foundation  for  Gen- 
der Education  (IFGE),  Box  367, 
Wayland,  MA  01778,  Publishes  TV/TS 
Tapestry.  Reprints  and  books  on  TV/ 
TS  subjects,  other  info.  617-899-2212. 

Outreach  Institute,  405  Western 
Ave.,  Suite  345,  So.  Portland,  ME 
04106.  General  TV/TS  information  for 
personal  and  professional  use.  Hard  to 
find  books. 

Renaissance  Education  Assoc.,  Inc. , 
Box  552,  King  of  Prussia,  PA  19406, 
215-630-1437,  $16  associates  fee  in- 
cludes monthly  newsletter.  Back- 
ground Papers  on  TV/TS  issues  for 
personal  and  professional  use.  Speak- 
ers Bureau.  Inquire  about  new  chapters. 

Society  for  the  Second  Self  (SSS), 
Box  194,  Tulare,  CA  93275.  Family- 
oriented  organization.  Publishes 
Femme  Mirror.  See  chapters  listed  be- 
low, look  for  “SSS.” 

• Organizations  and  Businesses  • 
by  State 

City,  Name,  Address,  Zipcode 

Alabama 

Huntsville,  Sigma  Rho  Gamma  SSS, 
Box  16174,  35802 

Arizona 

Tempe,  Alpha-Zeta  SSS,  Box  24459, 
85285 

Tempe , A Rose,  Box  24623,  85285- 
4623 

Arkansas 

Jonesboro,  Mu  Sigma  SSS,  Box  61, 
72403 

California 

Concord,  DVG,  Box  272885,  94527 
Duarte,  CHIC  , Box  562,  91010 
Glendale,  NS  Products  (Breast  Forms), 
Box  6678-R,  91225 
L.A.,  Androgyny,  PO  Box  480740, 
90048 

L.A.,  Alpha  SSS,  Box  36091,  90036 
Laguna  Niguel,  Fashion  2000 
(consultants),  Box  6502,  92607 


Mt.  View,  B&R  Creations  (Corsetry), 
Box  420 1-L,  94040 
Sacramento,  Sacramento  Gender 
Assoc,  Box  215456,  95821 
San  Diego,  Neutral  Comer,  Box 
12581,92112 

San  Francisco,  ETVC,  Box  426486, 
94142-64861 

San  Jose,  Rainbow  Gender  Assoc., 
Box  700730,  9517 
Sherman  Oaks,  Lydia’s  Fashions, 
13837  Ventura  Blvd.,  Suite  2,  91423 
Tustin,  Versatile  Fashions,  Box  1051, 
92681 

Yorba  Linda,  Melody  Products  Int’l 
(breast  forms),  Box  2142,  92686 
Yorba  Linda,  Powder  Puffs  of  Orange 
County,  Box  1088,  92686 

Connecticut 

Farmington,  Connecticut  Outreach 
Society,  Box  163,  06034 
Greenwich  & New  Haven  areas,  Jane 
Doyle  Electrology,  203-869-2323 
Hartford,  The  XX  Club,  Inc.  (TS 
issues),  Box  387,  06141-0387 
Colorado 

Denver,  Gender  Identity  Center,  3715 
West  32nd  Ave,  80211 
Denver,  Energy  Expressions  (Trans- 
formations) 303-733-4328 

Florida 

Hollywood,  Serenity,  Box  307,  33022 
Miami,  Animas,  Box  420309,  33242 
Winter  Park,  Phi  Epsilon  Mu  SSS, 
Box  3261,  32790 

Georgia 

Atlanta,  Sigma  Epsilon  SSS,  Box 
250481,30325 

Decatur,  AEGIS  (TS  info),  Box 
33724,  30033-0724 

Hawaii 

Honolulu,  Hawaii  TG  Outreach,  111 
Kapiolani  Blvd.,  Ste  3114,  96813 

Illinois 

Chicago,  Chicago  Gender  Society, 
Box  578005, 60657 
Chicago,  Divine  Abundance 
(clothing),  Box  148432,  60614 
Chicago,  One  to  One  (TV  boutique), 
2875  N.  Elston,  60618 
Washington,  Central  Illinois  Gender 
Assoc.,  Box  126,  61517 


Wood  Dale,  Chi  Chapter  SSS,  Box 
40,  60191 

Indiana 

Indianapolis,  IXE,  Box  20710, 46220 

Iowa 

Cedar  Rapids,  Iowa  Artistry,  Box  75, 

52406-0075 

Kansas 

Kechi,  Wichita  Transgender  Alliance. 
Box  315,  67067 

Overland  Park,  Crossdressers  & 
Friends,  Box  4092,  66204 
Shawnee  Mission,  Gender  Dysphoria 
Support,  Box  15561,  66215 
Louisiana 

New  Orleans,  Tri  Delta  Chi  SSS,  Box 
870213,  70187 

Maine 

Portland,  TransSupport,  Box  17622, 
04101 

Massachusetts 

Waltham,  Vernon’s  Specialties  (TV 
boutique),  617-894-1744 
Woburn,  Tiffany  Club,  Box  2283, 
01888 

Michigan 

Grand  Rapids,  IME  W.  Michigan , 

Box  1153,  49501 

Royal  Oak,  Crossroads,  Box  1245, 

48068 

Warren,  Lavender  & Lace  (TV 
boutique),  21823  Van  Dyke,  48089 
Minnesota 

Minneapolis,  CLCC,  Box  16265, 
55416 

St.  Paul,  MFGE,  Box  17945,  55117 

Mississippi 

Jackson,  Beta  Chi  SSS,  Box  31253, 
39206 

Missouri 

Belton,  Kappa  Gamma  Mu  SSS,  Box 
98,64012 

St.  Louis,  St.  Louis  Gender  Found’n, 

Box  9433,  63117 

Nebraska 

Council  Bluffs,  RCGA,  Box  680, 
51502 

New  Mexico 

Albuquerque,  Fiesta!  SSS,  8200 
Montgomery  NE  #241,  87109 
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New  Jersey 

Mays  Landing , Renaissance  SJ,  Box 
189, 08330 

Red  Bank , MOTG,  Renaissance 
Affiliate,  Box  8243, 07701 
Teaneck,  The  Gathering  (TS),  PO 
Box  284,  07666 

Trenton,  Sigma  Nu  Rho  SSS,  Box 
9255, 08650 

New  York 

Albany, TGIC,  Box  13604,  12212 
Brooklyn,  GNO  , Box  369,  11235 
Hempstead,  LIFE  , Box  31,  11551 
Mountainville,  Chi  Delta  Mu  SSS, 
Box  93, 10953 

New  York,  CDI,  PO  Box  29,  10021 
New  York,  Metro  Gender  Network, 
Box  45,  561  Hudson  St.,  10014 
New  York,  Lee’s  Mardi  Gras,  400  W. 
14th  St.  at  9th  Ave.,  212-947-7773 
Rochester,  CD*Network,  Box  92055, 
14692 

Syracuse,  EON  Inc.,  523  W.  Onon- 
daga St.,  13204 

Tillson,  Transgender  Network,  Box 
177, 12486-0177 

North  Carolina 

Charlotte,  Kappa  Beta  SSS,  PO  Box 
12101,  28220-2101 

Ohio 

Cincinnati,  Cross-Port,  Box  12701, 
45212 

Elyria,  Alpha-Omega  SSS,  Box  954, 
44036 

Parma,  Paradise  Club,  Box  29564, 
44129 

Reynoldsburg,  Crystal  Club,  Box 
287, 43068 

Oregon 

Portland,  NW  Gender  Alliance,  Box 
4928,  97208. 

Pennsylvania 

Harrisburg/York,  Renaissance  LSV 
Box  2122,  17105 

Jenkintown,  Laine  Alexander  Image 
Consultant,  215-635-8858 
Phila.,  Renaissance  GP,  Box  530, 
Bensalem,  19020 
Pittsburgh,  TransPitt,  Box  3214, 
15230 

Upper  Darby,  Marilyn’s  Wigs,  215- 
446-0799,  by  appointment  only. 


Puerto  Rico 

Bayamon,  F.  for  Adv  of  P.R.  Sisters, 
Calle  2,  #288,  Forrest  Hills,  00959 

Texas 

Alief,  Tau  Chi  SSS,  Box  1 105,  77411 
Arlington,  Delta  Omega,  Box  1021, 
76004 

Amarillo,  Alpha  Chi,  Box  50266, 
79159 

Bulverde,  Eta  Tau  SSS,  Box  17,  78163 
Houston,  Gulf  Coast  TV  Chapter, 

Box  90335,  77090 

Riesel,  TriPlex  Gender  Assoc.,  Box 

381,  76682 

San  Angelo,  Heart  of  Texas  NW, 

Box  30413,  76903 

San  Antonio,  B&P  Society,  Box 

700042,  78270-0042 

Utah 

Salt  Lake  City,  Alpha  Rho  Provesta 
SSS,  Box  2671 1,84126 

Virginia 

Arlington,  DCEA,  Box  16036,  22215 
Arlington,  Baroness  Productions,  TV 
Fantasies,  202-686-4774 
Arlington,  Jacqueline  Urania,  CD/TS 
Development,  301-499-4297 
Falls  Church,  Feminine  Mystique, 
(image  consultant)  202-686-4853 
Richmond,  Virginia’s  Secret , Box 
7386,  23221-0386 
West  Virginia 

Huntington,  Trans- WV,  Box  2322, 
WV  25724 

Washington 

Seattle,  Emerald  City,  Box  31318, 
98103 

Stanwood,  Omega  Alpha  SSS,  Box 
876,  98292 


•Canadian  • 

Combury  Society,  Box  3745, 
Vancouver,  B.C.  V6B-3Z1 
Gender  Mosaic,  Box  7421,  Ottawa, 
Ontario,  K1L-8E4 

Monarch  Social  Club , Missisauga  A 
Box  386,  Mississauga,  Ont.  L5A  3A1 
Canadian  Crossdressers'  Club  Inc. 
161  Gerrard  St.  E.,  Toronto,  Ontario, 
M5A-2E4, 416-864-0420 


• Overseas  • 

Australia,  Seahorse  Society  Victoria, 
GPO  Box  2337V,  Melbourne,  Victoria 
Australia,  Elaine  Barrie  Project , Box 
405,  Altona,  Victoria  3018 
Denmark,  FPE-NE,  Boks  192,  OK- 
2600,  Glostrap 

England,  TransEssex , Box  3,  Basildon, 
Essex,  SS14-1PT 

England,  Rose’s  Club  Repartee 
Magazine,  Box  339,  Sheffield,  S1-3SX 
France,  Assoc.  Beaumont  Con- 
tinental, Boite  Postale  3,  68200 
Didenheim 

Germany,  Transidentitas,  Postfach  10 

10  46,  6050  Offenbach 

New  Zealand , TransCare,  PO  Box 
2983,  Wellington 

Norway  FPE-NE,  Postboks  1968  Vika 
N 0125,  Oslo  1 

Scotland,  ADF  Editorial  Svcs, 
Rullochvenus  Hse,  Lumphanan, 
Aberdeenshire,  AB31-4RN, 

South  Africa,  Phoenix  Society,  Box 

21163,  7502  De  Tijger 

Sweden,  FPE-NE,  Box  11107,  S-500, 

11  Boras 

•Recurring  Events  • 

Be  All  You  Can  Be  Weekend,  put  on 
by  Paradise  Club,  Crossroads,  Trans- 
Pitt  and  Chi  Chapter  in  June. 

Fantasia  Fair,  10  days,  once  a year 
in  October,  in  Provincetown,  MA. 
Contact  the  Outreach  Institute. 

IFGE  Convention,  once  a year  in 
March/April,  ’93  in  Philadelphia. 
Contact  I.F.G.E.  or  Renaissance. 

On  The  Scene  Nile,  2nd.  Saturday 
each  month  at  the  Queen  Mary,  Studio 
City,  Calif.  Call  (818)  506-5619. 

Paradise  in  the  Poconos,  4days/3 
nights,  May 20-23, 1993  & Sept.  16-19, 
1993,  in  Pa.  Contact  CDS. 

Southern  Comfort,  TV/TS 
weekend  in  Atlanta.  Contact  Sigma 
Epsilon  SSS. 

Texas  “T”  Party,  TV  weekend  in 
San  Antonio.  Contact  Bolton  & Park 
Society. 

Tiffany  Provincetown  Outings, 
twice  a year.  Contact  Tiffany  Club. 
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Interview 


It  was  August  of  1990  and  I had  been 
invited  to  attend  the  Wildside  Weekend 
produced  by  Paddy  Aldridge  and 
Veronica  Brown  of  Wildside  in  Toronto. 

That  same  weekend  in  Toronto,  there 
was  the  annual  International  Queen 
competition  and  that’s  where  I met  first 
Michelle  DuBarry.  I liked  her 
immediately.  She  was  warm  and 
friendly.  She  also  reminded  me  of 
someone  else  I know  who  is  a real 
sweetheart  and  I’m  sure  that  colored 
my  reaction. 

When  Paddy  told  me  she  could  get  an 
exclusive  interview  with  Michelle,  I 
jumped  at  the  opportunity  to  find  out 
more  about  this  person.  So,  here  it  is. 

JoArm  Roberts 
Editor 


Michelle  DuBarry 


Interview  by  Paddy  Aldridge 

Michelle  DuBarry 

I was  bom  November  23rd,  1931. 

At  the  age  of  nine,  my  cousins  and  I were 
very  imaginative  and  active  in  our  play.  We 
quite  often  did  small  plays  and  skits  in 
which  I was  adorned  on  one  occasion  as  a 
girl.  I didn’t  realize  I was  doing  drag.  As  that 
time,  and  throughout  my  highschool  days, 
my  hopes  were  to  become  an  actor,  never 
giving  a second  thought  to  being  a female 
impersonator  or  knowing  the  possibilities 
or  extent  of  such  a career. 

As  a boy  soprano  I won  a gold  medal  at 
the  1939  Port  Hope  Music  Festival.  I sang 


Cobbler,  Cobbler,  Mend  My  Shoe  which  was 
funny  since  I have  been  in  the  shoe  busi- 
ness for  thirty  five  years  as  a main  job, 
starting  at  Morgan’s  at  Lawrence  and 
Bathurst  Streets  in  Toronto  in  1954. 

In  1944,  when  I was  thirteen,  I remember 
attending  the  Bowmanville  High  School 
dance  in  drag  with  another  boy  who  also 
dressed  up.  We  did  it  as  a lark;  we  didn’t 
know  we  were  simpatico.  I wore  my  own 
hair  with  a little  bun  in  the  back.  People 
were  innocent  and  naive  then.  I danced 
with  an  older  boy.  Nothing  sexual  hap- 
pened or  was  even  suggested. 

At  the  age  of  twenty  seven,  in  1958, 1 got 
married.  I was  a shoe  salesman,  she  was  a 
size  4-B.  She  would  stay  until  closing  and 
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then  say,  “Would  you  see  me  home  on  the 
streetcar?”  Then  it  was,  ‘There’s  a place  for 
rent  across  the  street,  why  don’t  you  move 
in?”  Eventually  we  got  together  and  al- 
though she  permitted  me  my  gay  friends 
before  marriage,  she  did  not  after.  My  good 
friend  and  costume  designer,  the  late 
Murray  Burbidge,  made  my  wife’s  wedding 
gown.  This  was  quite  flattering  since  Murray 
was  partly  responsible  for  the  successful 
evolution  of  the  drag  scene  in  Toronto.  He 
was  a comedian/figure  skater  who  made 
costumes  for  all  the  queens.  In  short,  I felt 
trapped  by  not  being  able  to  be  myself,  and 
was  forced  to  end  the  marriage.  By  the  way, 
she  would  also  not  let  me  crossdress  and 
forced  me  to  give  up  all  my  shoes  and 
matching  purses  to  Murray  Burbidge  be- 
fore marrying. 

My  first  time  out  in  drag  and  on  my  own 
was  1955.  I was  very  careful  and  meticu- 


lous about  my  appearance  like  any 
crossdresser  who  was  going  out  for  the  first 
time.  My  shoes  and  handbag  matched  and 
I looked  perfect  in  a skin-tight  black  dress 
Murray  made  for  me.  I wore  my  white  fox 
stole  and  my  best  ultra  pin-point  toed 
shoes  with  pencil  thin  heels. 

I strolled  right  down  Yonge  Street  to  the 
Downtown  Theatre  in  Dundas  Square  to  see 
a movie  and  sat  upstairs  in  the  balcony.  That 
was  my  mistake.  After  the  film  I encountered 
the  majestic  curved  staircase  leading  to  the 
lobby  and  tripped  on  the  top  step  falling  all 
the  way  down.  When  I hit  bottom  was  a man’s 
raspy  voice  snidely  said,  “Here’s  your  shoe, 
Lady.”  I was  devastated! 

In  the  fifties  the  main  gay  bar  was 
“Letross.”  It  was  on  King  Street  near  the 
King  Edward  Hotel.  No  one  was  allowed  in 
crossdressed  on  nights  other  than 
Hallowe’en  except  me.  For  those  who  did 
want  to  go  out,  though,  there  were  plenty  of 
other  places  on  Queen  Street  opposite  City 
Hall  where  the  Sheraton  Hotel  is  now. 
Forty  years  ago  the  Casino  Theatre  stood  in 
that  spot  and  all  the  stars  of  the  day  came 
and  went  at  that  location. 
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After  being  divorced  I got  an  apartment 
with  three  room-mates,  Bill,  Ron  and 
Jimmy,  on  Tindell  Ave.  We  were  all  home 
from  work  on  Sundays  and  would  camp  it 
up  doing  scag  drag,  wearing  hats  and  lip- 
synching.  He  dared  me  one  day  to  go  down 
to  the  clubs  on  Yonge  Street  and  audition. 
The  rest  is  history.  I began  my  long  career 
of  professional  female  impersonation  at 
the  Five -Eleven  Club  using  the  drag  name 
of  Anita  Modes. 

I became  one  of  Ray  Merkin’s  special 
people.  Ray  owned  the  Five-Eleven  and 
was  a burlesque  person  from  England.  He 
ran  mini-Broadway  shows  on  Saturday 
nights  at  the  Five-Eleven.  If  you  were  in  the 
show,  you  had  to  go  in  and  rehearse  during 
the  week.  Consequently,  the  shows  were 
very  good.  He  would  say,  “I  only  want  you 
to  do  one  number  tonight,  and  I want  you 
to  do  it  well.”  Ray  had  the  good  sense  to 
realize  that  overloading  the  performer  with 
numbers  wasn’t  necessarily  going  to  pro- 
duce a better  show,  the  way  many  bar 
owners  feel.  More  isn’t  always  better. 

Many  of  these  shows  had  a sense  of 
humour  built  into  the  presentation.  Some 
of  the  titles  were  My  Fur  Lady,  Oh,  What  A 
Lovely  War,  and  Hello  Dolly. 

I am  reminded  of  the  old  days  when  I 
shopped  for  fabric  at  Eatons  and  saw  David 
who  used  to  work  at  the  door  in  the  Five- 
Eleven.  I stroll  down  Yonge  St.  and  notice 
the  muscle-bound  hairdresser  that  used  to 
be  the  fabulous,  impeccable  performer 
called  “Roberta.”  I remember  the  rich  boy, 
GG  Mills,  with  all  his  clothes  by  Murray 
Burbidge,  and  Madame  Melba  who  made 
some  of  my  clothes.  They  were  made  so 
well,  in  fact,  that  I still  have  them  today! 

Competition  for  The  Five-Eleven  was  a 
wonderful  club  run  by  a lesbian,  Sarah 
Dunlop,  called  The  Music  Room. 
Torontonians  will  always  remember  The 


St.  Charles  Tavern  and  The  Parkside.  Be- 
hind The  Parkside  was  a transvestite  club 
called  Ed  Knight’s  and  above  it  was  the 
famous  August  Club.  The  owner  of  the 
August  recently  bought  Solteros  and  is 
changing  it  into  a dinner-  theatre  show  bar 
for  female  impersonators  called  Hudson’s. 

In  1969-70,  Facade  opened  at  the  Global 
Village  Theatre.  It  was  the  first  drag  revue 
ever  in  Toronto.  The  Director  was  Michael 
Oskars,  who  also  directed  the  recent  DQ  I, 
II  and  III.  Facade  evolved  into  She-Rade. 
Only  by  accident  did  I have  a place  in  that 
show.  Someone  couldn’t  make  it  at  the  last 
minute  and  it  was  decided  to  give  Anita  a 
chance. 

In  1970  She-rade  opened  at  The  Theatre 
In  The  Dell,  called  simply  The  Dell.  Toby 
Tyler  and  I worked  at  a wig  company  at  the 
time  in  between  performing  in  that  show. 
We  went  to  ladies  homes  for  wig  parties. 
Toby  was  spur-of-the-moment  and  left  the 
show.  In  his  place,  I called  in  Sandy  St. 
Peters  who  did  a mean  Peggy  Lee.  Sandy  is 
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now  a big  star  in  Vancouver.  Whenever  I 
went  there  he  enjoyed  telling  people  about 
how  I gave  him  his  big  start.  It  was  the  first 
time  I had  seen  him  in  thirty  years.  By  the 
way,  he  is  a woman  now,  with  a different 
name.  Her  appearance  had  changed  dras- 
tically but  she  was  still  the  same  old  Toby. 
Still  doing  hair,  and  still  with  that  up-front 
personality. 

Craig  Russell  headed  the  Toronto  chap- 
ter of  the  Mae  West  Fan  Club.  He  was  the 
only  member.  Of  course  Mae  never  knew 
that,  or  didn’t  cared,  but  she  was  so  im- 
pressed she  sent  for  him.  He  spent  one  year 
with  her  in  California.  When  he  came  back 
to  Canada  he  did  shows  at  the  Five-Eleven 
and  Manatee,  eventually  joining  the  Phase 
One  Show  in  Halifax  with  myself,  Jami 
Durette,  Loni  Roberts  and  Loni’s  wife  Judy. 

Anita  Modes  wasn’t  a proper  name  for  a 
glamorous  star,  so  Toby  and  Loni  gave  me 
the  name  of  Michelle  DuBarry  because  it 
looked  so  good  on  a marquee. 

The  Phase  One  road  show  evolved  through 
publicity,  great  reviews  and  general  accep- 
tance of  female  impersonating  in  Canada.  It 
was  then,  in  Halifax,  that  Craig  Russell  had 
his  first  opportunity  to  perform  in  front  of  a 
live  audience.  One  night  I was  late  for  my 
show.  Loni  Roberts  knocked  me  clear  across 
the  room  and  I broke  a heel.  I had  two  seconds 
to  change  my  shoes  and  fix  my  lipstick  and  I 
was  never  late  again.  These  days,  the  young 
queens  are  always  late  for  their  shows,  they 
have  no  discipline,  and  no  Loni  Roberts 
around  to  keep  them  in  line. 

At  first  Craig  lacked  confidence.  He  used 
to  say,  “I’m  not  coming  across,”  and  that 
sort  of  thing.  When  we  reached  Brantford 
he  finally  clicked  in.  I went  to  work  at  my 
courier  job  while  we  were  in  Phase  One  and 
I used  to  drive  Craig  to  his  first  bookings. 
He  was  outrageous  then,  and  fun.  We 
shared  rooms  and  lovers. 


Yonge  Street  in  Toronto  was  so  different 
in  the  early  seventies.  Lynne  Powers  and  I 
left  the  Music  Room  one  night  to  go  to 
Ronnie  Hawkin’s  place,  Le  Coq  D’or.  The 
girls  were  always  invited  to  stay  late  and 
have  drinks  so  we  did  just  that.  Upon 
leaving  we  were  followed  by  a police  car. 
The  head  cop  ordered  us  to  get  in.  They 
were  rude  and  sneered,  “You  fags  ever  had 
a swim  at  Cherry  Beach?”  A couple  of  cops 
from  another  car  got  in  on  either  side  of  us, 
squishing  us  together  in  the  back  seat. 
They  took  us  down  to  the  station  and 
kicked  our  shins  and  pulled  our  eyelashes 
off.  Sometimes  a transie  will  seek  a sex 
change  in  an  effort  to  put  an  end  to  her 
problems,  but  there  are  plenty  of  other 
problems  to  encounter,  like  this  one.  We 
laughed  about  it  after. 

In  1972  Jami  Durette  and  Loni  Roberts 
went  west  to  Vancouver,  leaving  me  at 
home  in  Toronto  with  the  sound  equip- 
ment and  the  truck  from  our  drag  days 
together.  Thanks  for  the  memories! 

Loni  and  Jami  were  tied  in  with  Miles 
and  Frank  (Outrageous  Productions) . They 
helped  us  get  organized  and  rehearsed  and 
into  our  first  booking  in  Fort  Erie. 

One  night  we  sat  in  Rusty  Ryan’s  apart- 
ment thinking,  “What  do  we  do  now?”  We 
had  our  costumes  and  wigs,  knew  a few 
numbers,  had  a bit  of  lighting  and  sound 
equipment,  and  the  truck.  All  that  was 
missing  was  a gig.  I picked  up  the  phone 
and  called  some  of  the  hotels  we  had 
performed  at  in  the  past  looking  for  a 
booking  and  found  us  work  in  Sault  Ste. 
Marie  and  Hamilton.  We  called  ourselves 
“The  Great  Impostors.” 

But  that’s  another  story 
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Dear  ladies: 

As  you  know  by  reading  Part  I of  my  article,  Tricia, 
my  fiance,  had  learned  to  keep  her  body  shaved,  and 
keep  it  soft  and  smooth  to  please  me.  She  was  being 
kept  in  panties,  hose,  ladies  socks,  etc.,  under  her 
male  work  clothes.  Bit  by  bit,  her  male  wardrobe  of 
outdoor  shorts,  slacks,  male  jeans,  and  the  like  were 
all  being  replaced  with  passable  ladies  styles.  Before 
long,  Tricia  will  have  nothing  left  in  her  wardrobe, 
except  perhaps  her  suits,  which  will  be  male.  Eventu- 
ally, even  her  male  suits  must  be  replaced  with  ladies 
styles  which  will  be  passable  when  necessary.  As  I 
explained  in  the  previous  article,  by  reinforcing  the 
benefits  of  a female  wardrobe,  and  by  constantly 
downgrading  male  articles  of  attire  at  every  opportu- 
nity, I had  gotten  Tricia  to  the  point  where  she  was 
infatuated  with  her  new  female  attire  and  had  grown 
to  hate  what  little  she  had  left  of  her  male  attire.  Again 
ladies,  constant,  subtle  suggestion  on  your  part  will 
eventually  bring  your  male  around  to  your  way  of 
thinking  and  further  your  control  over  him/her.  Once 
you  get  them  to  start  enjoying  feminine  ways,  you  can 
get  them  to  thinking  feminine  thoughts.  Petticoating 
is  one  of  the  things  that  will  enhance  her  feminine 
thoughts,  and  will  mark  a milestone  in  your  transfor- 
mation process.  This  milestone  is  reached  when  she 
not  only  ceases  to  resist  the  petticoating,  but  leams  to 
accept  it  as  a new  and  inescapable  part  of  her  life, 
which  is  more  and  more  under  your  control  and 
direction.  Ultimately  however,  my  real  goal,  must  be 
to  make  her  think  like  the  feminine  person  we  are 
turning  them  into  to  better  suit  our  needs  and  en- 
hance our  relationship.  At  every  opportunity,  down- 
grade subtly,  any  male  thoughts,  explain  the  ever 
important  feminine  way  of  looking  at  things,  and 
make  her  repeat  and  understand,  that  she  must  learn 
to  constantly  view  life  from  the  feminine  perspective. 
For  example,  take  her  dress  shopping  and  pull  out  a 
dress  from  the  rack  in  her  size  and  ask  what  she  thinks 
of  it.  Before  training  her,  her  male  side  will  surface,  and 
she  will  most  likely  say  something  like  “It  looks  like  a 
dress  to  me”.  That  is  most  likely  all  she  will  say  and 
think  until  you  properly  condition  her  mind.  Explain  to 


her  how  you  look  at  the  dress.  You  automatically  take 
note  of  the  color,  the  fabric,  and  the  cut  of  the  dress. 
You  analyze  how  the  dress  will  fit  - will  it  properly 
accentuate  your  bust,  might  it  make  your  hips  look  too 
large,  will  it  compliment  your  waist?  She  knows 
nothing  of  these  things,  so  you  must  condition  her 
thoughts.  After  a while,  pull  out  another  dress  and  ask 
her  what  she  thinks  and  keep  doing  this  until  you  are 
confident  that  she  is  learning  to  evaluate  the  dress  and 
we  ladies  do.  Before  you  know  it,  you  will  have  her 
thinking  and  analyzing,  at  least  in  the  clothing  sense, 
like  the  proper  lady  we  plan  to  make  her  into!  Repeat 
the  procedure  with  other  items  such  as  slacks,  tops, 
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skirts,  etc.,  until  you  are  confident  in  her  new  found 
and  feminine  views.  When  1 started  taking  Tricia  on 
our  feminine  shopping  forays,  she  had  no  idea  of  the 
complexities  of  what  unbeknownst  to  her,  were  to  be 
her  dresses.  As  she  learned  to  pick  out  the  appropriate 
dresses,  she  soon  found  out  that  she  then  had  to 
consider  her  hose  color,  shoe  color  and  type,  acces- 
sories, etc.  Not  only  that,  but  type  of  bra  and  the 
proper  length  of  the  slip  must  also  be  considered. 
Tricia  began  to  realize  that  being  a complete  lady,  who 
knows  how  to  look  her  best,  requires  a lot  of  thought. 
Men  seldom  REALIZE  that  when  they  see  a lady  who 
looks  smashing,  how  much  time,  effort  and  planning 
she  has  gone  through  to  achieve  the  look.  Tricia  now 
knows  that  to  turn  heads  with  her  good  looks,  she  will 
be  required  to  carefully  balance  her  makeup,  clothes, 
hair  style  and  accessories.  I of  course,  get  a great  deal 
of  satisfaction  and  feel  a secret  thrill  when  I take  Tricia 
out  and  watch  the  double  takes  that  men  give  her! 
Those  admiring  looks  from  the  males  tell  me  that  I am 
going  a veiy  good  job  of  transforming  my  little 
femme!  Tricia  on  the  other  hand,  still  gets  nervous 
when  she  gets  the  double  takes  from  the  men.  After 
making  her  spend  enough  time  out  in  public  as  her 
feminine  self,  she  will  learn  to  accept  these  stares  from 
the  males  that  we  as  ladies  have  to  live  with  eveiy  day. 
Indeed,  I will  make  her  learn  that  if  she  doesn’t  get 
those  longing  stares,  she  has  not  done  her  best  to  look 
sexy  and  appealing  to  her  male  audience. 


Learning  to  do  makeup  is  a constant  and  fun 
process  for  all  girls.  Tricia  of  course  can  be  no  excep- 
tion to  this  necessary  part  of  female  life.  After  getting 
her  into  one  of  her  new  dresses  one  day,  I explained 
that  she  looked  good  in  it,  but  some  makeup  would 
do  so  much  to  improve  her  looks.  By  this  time  in  her 
feminine  development,  Tricia  was  willing,  although 
sometimes  still  hesitant  to  follow  my  suggestions. 
She  was  beginning  to  understand  that  pleasing  me  is 
her  most  important  duty  in  life.  As  I explained  earlier 
ladies,  conditioning  your  budding  little  femme  mind 
is  so  important  to  her  future  development  and  ulti- 
mately your  own  satisfaction.  At  first,  I taught  Tricia 
the  basics  of  makeup  foundations,  powers,  eye  shad- 
ows, lipsticks,  etc.  I then  helped  her  to  develop  a basic 
makeup  regime.  She  was  so  clumsy  at  first  and  often 
used  too  much  foundation  and  blush.  I guess  all  of  us 
girls  went  though  the  same  thing  when  we  first 
started  using  makeup.  My  years  of  using  makeup  on 
a daily  basis  and  my  constant  tutelage,  soon  had  Tricia 
achieving  a good  balance.  She  had  to  learn  to  apply 
makeup  for  a casual  day  look,  for  evening  occasions, 
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how  to  look  sweet  and  fresh,  and  how  to  look  sexy 
and  alluring.  Once  again,  there  is  so  much  to  leam,  so 
much  that  males  take  for  granted  or  don’t  know  when 
it  comes  to  achieving  our  all  over  appealing  looks.  You 
will  probably  find  ladies,  as  I did,  that  your  maid  in 
training  though  for  all  this  time  that  your  makeup  had 
been  the  same  old  thing,  applied  the  same  old  way, 
every  time.  Once  again,  you  will  have  to  enlighten 
your  lady  to  be.  1 now  make  Tricia  wear  at  least  some 
makeup  every  day,  even  when  she  goes  to  her  work 
as  a male.  A small  amount  of  mascara,  a slight  dusting 
of  eye  shadow,  a little  blush,  are  almost  undetectable. 
Physiologically  however,  the  impact  on  your  femme 
will  be  immense.  Tricia  now  knows  that  in  addition  to 
her  other  feminine  body  preparations  each  day,  she 
must  also  apply  her  makeup  as  1 dictate.  It  was  very 
embarrassing  for  her  the  first  time  she  had  to  wear  her 
mascara  and  eye  shadow  to  work.  I explained  to  her 
that  yes,  people  might  comment  that  “You  look 
different”,  but  that  if  she  did  her  makeup  correctly, 
they  wouldn’t  actually  know  why  she  looked  differ- 
ent. My  control  and  influence  had  once  again  won  out 
over  her.  The  fact  that  I now  had  her  wearing  her 
makeup  every  day,  was  again  proof  to  me  that  my 
training  process  was  working  well! 

During  this  same  period  of  time  in  Tricia’s  training, 
I started  to  stress  the  little  details  of  keeping  up  an 
overall  image.  I taught  her  to  carefully  look  after  her 
nails.  Her  pedicures  are  important  to  make  her  feet 
and  toes  sexy  and  appealing  to  me,  but  also  to  insure 


she  doesn’t  run  her  hose.  Her  toenails  are  now  con- 
stantly covered  with  a nail  polish  color  of  my  choos- 
ing. I have  made  her  grow  her  fingernails  long  and 
have  taught  her  the  fine  art  of  doing  a manicure.  She 
is  forbidden  to  use  a nail  clipper,  only  files  are  allowed, 
as  I want  her  nails  as  long  and  shapely  as  possible.  I 
require  her  to  keep  clear  polish  on  her  fingers  at  all 
times,  and  require  her  to  select  from  the  various 
shades  of  red  and  pink  to  complement  her  outfits  at 
other  times. 

1 feel  that  a successful  transformation  process  must 
include  constant  monitoring,  praise  for  doing  well, 
and  discipline  for  incorrect  or  non-feminine  thoughts 
or  mannerisms.  It  is  important  to  have  your  maid  to  be 
completely  immersed  in  a sea  of  femininity.  Fill  her 
new  life  with  panties,  bras,  ladies  tops,  slacks,  shorts, 
nail  polish,  nighties,  etc.  Make  her  existence  so  totally 
feminine  that  she  will  know  other!  Your  prodding  and 
persistence  will  eventually  get  your  new  femme  to  a 
point  were  she  actually  starts  to  feel  feminine.  Get  her 
to  the  point  where  she  will  feel  that  many  male 
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thoughts  and  actions  are  most  undesirable.  Getting 
her  to  think  and  act  as  a female  as  soon  as  possible  will 
pave  the  road  for  your  future  endeavors  with  her.  Get 
her  to  the  point  as  I have  done  with  Tricia,  where  she 
will  do  exactly  as  you  tell  her  with  little  or  preferable 
no  objection.  Reach  this  point  in  her  psychology  as 
soon  as  you  can.  There  are  many  things  still  to  be  done 
in  this  feminizing  process  of  ours  that  are  of  a more 


permanent  nature.  Without  the  proper  training,  these 
more  permanent  changes  will  be  met  with  objection 
and  fear  as  her  male  thinking  tries  to  surface.  I will 
address  these  more  permanent  changes  in  our  maid 
in  our  next  article.  These  changes  are  absolutely 
necessary  in  our  “new  girls”  to  ensure  that  they  will 
not  have  the  opportunity  to  ever  slip  bade  into  their 
undesirable  male  roles.  Once  some  of  these  changes 
are  accomplished,  you  can  be  assured  that  your 
program  will  not  back  slide  and  will  lead  to  ever 
increasing  femininity  of  our  companions  and  maids! 
Their  service,  devotion,  and  commitment  to  us  will 
blossom  rapidly  once  you  get  them  to  the  point  where 
there  is  no  turning  back!  They  must  leam  that  we 
ladies  are  their  masters  and  that  the  control  of  their  life 
belongs  to  use. 

Again  ladies,  I will  discuss  the  necessary  of  perma- 
nent changes  in  our  maids  in  my  next  article  and  how 
1 am  accomplishing  these  changes  in  Tricia. 

Until  next  time  — keep  up  the  good  work! 

Mistress  “T” 
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With  blatant  confidence  I can  say  that  at  probably 
more  than  one  occasion  in  each  of  our  lives  we  may 
see  some  gorgeous,  classy  lady  and  say  to  our- 
selves, "Ooohmigod,  if  only  I could  look  like  that,  be 
like  that,  even  for  an  hour,  no  a day. . . a week!  Yes, 
that's  good."  Then  your  hand  passes  over  your 
bristle  ridden  jaw  and  reality  smacks  you  up-side 
the  head  and  the  fantasy  is  rephrased  into  "I  wonder 
if  I could  get  that  dress  in  a size  14...  16...  18...?? 
Oh,  Hell,  it’s  not  age  appropriate  anyway.  Besides 
driving  a semi  in  panty  hose  gets  stressful. 

Doyou  ever  thinkabout  howmuch  time  has  been 
spent  in  envy  (not  lust)  over  women  that  we  see  on 
the  street,  inthe  office,  atthe  mall,  whatever?  What's 
of  interest  to  me  is  that  I have  trouble  believing  that 
this  is  not  true  for  all  guys.  That  beneath  the  dash- 
board pounding,  whooping,  whistling,  lip-licking 
displays  of  lust,  there  is  a small  clear  voice  saying 
"Ohmigawd,  if  only  I could  look  like  that. . . be  like 
that,  even  for  a few  minutes. . . " 

Perhaps  Freud,  in  denial,  was  not  saying  "What 
does  woman  want, " but " I want  to  be  woman ...  no, 
no,  no,  no,  I can't  say  that.  I want  to  be  I ike  a woman! 
No,  no,  no,  no,  I want  to  be  liked  by  woman.  Okay, 
that's  okay,  but  still  this  envious  feeling,  Ach!  un- 
thinkable! Venus  Envy!  How  would  history  view 
this?  I must  rechannel  this  into  something  favorable 
to  my  war-making  leaders.  After  all  they  couldn't 
think  like  this...  could  they?  Ah,  of  course  the 
answer  is  clear. . . blame  it  on  the  woman.  After  all, 
that's  the  way  it  was  handled  in  the  bible  right?  Who 
could  question  such  authority,  right?  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha, 
a typographical  error,  a mispelling,  a mispeaking. 
Not  me;  I'm  not  envious.  It's  them;  women  who  are 


envious.  We  men  are  above  such  nonsense.  Since 
woman  = Venus  = woman,  hmmm,  no  envy  there. 
Of  course!  It's  so  simple!  It's  not  Venus , It's  penis 
that  is  envied!  See,  they  arethe  ones  atfault.  Women 
suffer  from  penis  envy  and  nobody  knows  what 
they  want. . . (don't  let  anyone  know  this,  but  men 
suf  fer  from  Venus  envy  a nd  can't  let  anyone  know 
what  they  want)." 

So  nowall  you  Freudian  fans  know  the  truth,  your 
hero  hid  his  in  nermost  feelings  and  went  with  what 
would  be  popular,  and  it  probably  led  to  more 
photo  opportunities  too.  Once  again,  woman  was 
denied,  blamed  and  held  accountable.  Still. . . just 
for  an  hour. . . a few  minutes. . . 


38 


Be  Your  Best  With  CDS! 


Bk&i  $ . sis®  •;■!■.  % •&  •■•  HI 

Ari  &1lp 

■ fn||i  m 

. *J<fcVin  KtXKST1*  ..  -. 


NEW!  CDS  Videos  $35.00  ea 

Our  videos  are  taking  the  country  by  storm.  These  are 
broadcast-quality  VHS  videos.  No  home  equipment  here. 

#1 — Ladylike  Deportment:  Learn  the  art  of  standing, 
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hear  her  techniques.  By  Alison  Laing,  45  minutes. 

#4 — What  Is  Femininity?  Some  say  90%  of  passing  is 
your  attitude.  This  tape  explores  the  social  construction 
of  femininity.  By  Alison  Laing,  45  minutes. 

***  IMPORTANT  NOTICE  *** 
Transsexual's  Survival  Guide  II  is  now 

available.  This  volume  for  family,  friends  and  employers 
will  help  them  understand  how  better  to  help  the 
transsexual  during  his  or  her  transition.  60pgs.  - $10 
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CDS  periodicals,  publications  & videos  can  be  found  at  the  following  locations: 
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Foxy  Lady,  San  Francisco 
Jim  Bridges,  Studio  City 
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Vancouver  Video  Swap 
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One  To  One,  Chicago 
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Michigan 
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New  Mexico 

Sisters  & Brothers,  Albuq. 
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SuperTran 

took  the  hand  and  led  Stella  to  sit  on  the  bed.  “Long  life 
line,”  she  said.  “Quite  a mound  of  Venus,  too.  Hmmmm. 
You’re  older  than  you  look.  Uh  huh.  Uh  huh,  very  interest- 
ing. What’s  your  name?" 

“I’m  StellaTate.  Just  got  in  today  from  California.  This  is 
a funny  place  here.  What’s  your  name?” 

“Who,  me?  I’m  Moira  Rath.  Prom  New  York  City. 
Pleased  to  meet  you.” 

“Not  a real  gypsy,  then?” 

“Of  course  I’m  not  a real  gypsy.  We  all  do  some  lend  of 
schtick  here.  You  saw  the  fairy  princess  and  the  ski  bunny. 
We’ll  go  into  that  wardrobe  later  and  pick  out  something 
for  you.” 

Stella  liked  this  straightforward  woman.  She  seemed 
more  genuine  and  less  wrapped  up  in  herself  than  most 
people.  Moira  also  seemed  to  have  taken  a shine  to  Stella. 
She  stroked  the  palm  of  her  hand. 

“Ever  worked  as  a love  toy  before,  cookie?”  asked 
Moira.  “It’s  not  that  bad.  If  you’re  lucky,  the  King  wants  to 
see  you  once  every  month  or  two.  If  you’re  unlucky,  you 
get  sent  to  work  in  the  kitchen.  And  if  you’re  really 
unlucky,  the  little  fat  man  makes  you  his  favorite,  and  you 
have  to  go  to  him  twice  a week.”  Moira  smiled  - this  was 
probably  a standing  joke  in  the  harem.  She  stroked  Stella’s 
forearm. 

“Anyhow,”  she  continued,  “it’s  up  to  us  to,  what  do 
you  want  to  call  it,  stay  in  practice.  And  of  course  there  are 
no  men  around  this  part  of  the  castle.  So  if  we  like 
somebody  else  among  the  women,  we  feel  free  to  express 
ourselves,  physically.”  Now  she  had  both  hands  resting 
lightly  on  Stella’s  shoulders,  and  she  was  gazing  into  her 
eyes. 

Stella  gazed  bade  Although  Moira  wasn’t  a real  gypsy, 
she  had  chosen  her  costume  well.  She  had  an  exotic  charm 
and  a hypnotic  beauty  that  was  heightened  by  her  black 
lined  eyes  and  her  musky  scent.  Stella,  almost  without 
realizing  she  was  doing  it,  leaned  forward  and  kissed 
Moira  on  the  lips. 

What  followed  was  forStella  an  education  in  lovemaking. 
Before  they  even  started  taking  off  their  dothes,  Moira 
moved  seamlessly  through  a dozen  pleasant  episodes  of 
kissing  and  touching  and  exdtation,  induding  a few  tricks 
that  Stella  had  never  even  heard  of.  Stella  responded  to 
Moira’s  surprises,  cind  felt  herself  overcome  by  a host  of 
pleasurable  responses. 

♦ • • 

Moira  seemed  fasdnated  by  Stella’s  false  breasts,  but 
she  didn’t  ask  any  questions  or  pause  in  her  lovemaking. 
A few  minutes  later,  when  there  was  no  longer  any 
question  aboutStella’s  private  parts,  Moira  paused.  “Oohl 
What  have  we  here?  And  such  a nice  one,”  she  said.  “I’ve 
only  seen  the  king’s  little  dong  for  so  long  I can  hardly 
remember  anything  else.  This  is  my  lucky  day  I” 

Moira  kept  Stella  in  a state  of  high  excitement  for  what 
felt  like  hours.  When  finally  they  finished,  both  women  lay 


exhausted  on  the  bed.  “That  was  really  fun,”  said  Moira. 
Stella  moaned  in  agreement. 

“Listen,  we  should  keep  the  surprise  between  your  legs 
as  our  secret.  OK?  If  word  ever  got  out,  espedally  if  the 
King  ever  heard  about  it,  you’d  be  dead  meat.  OK?”  Moira 
waited  for  Stella  to  nod.  “We’ll  think  up  something  for 
when  you  go  to  see  him.  Maybe  you  can  get  him  drunk 
enough  to  pass  out.  I’ll  help  you  work  something  out.” 

Stella  was  astonished  at  her  good  luck.  She  had  just 
been  treated  to  one  of  the  most  intensely  pleasurable 
experiences  in  her  life,  and  now  she  had  an  ally  within  the 
castle  walls.  “That’s  wonderful,”  she  said. 

“Come  on,”  said  Moira.  “The  first  thing  we  have  to  do 
is  get  you  a costume.” 

An  hour  later,  Moira  brought  her  new  friend  back 
through  the  door  into  the  harem  quarters.  “Hey  every- 
body,” she  said,  “say  ‘How’  to  our  new  companion.” 

Stella  was  made  up  as  an  American  Indian.  She  wore  a 
dress  made  of  thin  brown  leather,  with  a ragged  hem.  The 
dress  was  decorated  with  red  and  yellow  stripes  of  paint 
around  the  shoulders  and  breasts.  Stella  wore  a wig  with 
long  black  braids  and  a red  beaded  headband. 

All  the  women  spent  a pleasant  afternoon  together, 
playing  Scrabble,  playing  card  games  and  Parcheesi,  and 
reading  aloud  to  each  other.  Some  took  part  in  philosophi- 
cal discussions  or  study  groups.  Any  time  one  of  the 
women  wanted  anything,  she  would  telephone  the  atten- 
dants, find  whatever  she  asked  for  - food,  books,  games, 
clothing,  videotapes  - would  be  brought  immediately. 
“This  seems  like  a nice  set  up,”  said  Stella. 

“It’s  all  right,”  said  Moira.  “It’s  much  nicer  when  we  get 
someone  new  from  outside  to  talk  with.  It  makes  us  feel 
less  claustrophobic.” 

“How  often  do  you  get  to  go  out  into  the  city?” 

“Never.” 

“Never?”  asked  Stella.  “Doesn’t  that  bother  you?” 

“It  drives  me  crazy.  It  drives  us  all  crazy.  I'd  give  a year 
of  my  life  to  spend  a week  outside.  Any  of  us  would  give 
five  years  of  our  lives  to  get  off  this  island  forever.  I know 
it  looks  nice,  luxurious  surroundings,  time  to  spend  how- 
ever we  want,  but  it’s  like  being  sentenced  to  a lifetime  in 
summer  camp  without  parole.  We  don’t  have  any  real 
lives.  It’s  like  suspended  animation.  You’ll  see.” 

“I  was  sort  of  planning  on  breaking  out,”  said  Stella. 
“How  hard  would  it  be?  Do  the  guards  cany  guns?” 

“Dart  guns,  loaded  with  obedience  drug.  AH  they  have 
to  do  is  hit  you  on  any  part  of  your  body,  then  order  you 
to  come  back.  You’ll  be  helpless  to  refuse.  And  say  you 
were  able  to  sneak  past  them  all  - where  would  you  go? 
This  is  an  island  nation,  and  Abu  Ben  Adam  says  who 
comes  and  goes.” 

“Bummer,”  said  Stella.  “Hey,  does  anyone  here  play 
mahjongg?” 

That  evening,  by  royal  command,  Stella  the  Indian 
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Maiden  came  to  the  royal  bedroom.  It  was  a huge  cham- 
ber, hung  with  heavy  purple  drapes  from  every  protru- 
sion. Abu  Ben  Adam  wore  purple  robes  and  stood  next  to 
an  overstuffed  purple  chair.  The  similarity  between  the 
short  fat  man  and  the  chair  caused  Stella  to  cover  up  a 
sudden  giggle,  disguising  it  as  a cough. 

“You  are  not  well,  my  sweet,”  said  Abu  solicitously. 

“I’m  fine.  King.  I just  swallowed  wrong.” 

“Perhaps  such  a beautiful  Indian  maiden  has  caught  a 
cold  by  going  around  without  shoes?” 

“No  way.  King.  Us  pretty  Indian  maidens  sometimes 
dance  naked  on  cold  nights  around  a bonfire.  You  should 
come  to  my  country  sometime,”  said  Stella.  She  sat  down 
at  the  edge  of  the  bed,  and  rubbed  her  cheek  against  the 
purple  drape  that  ran  down  the  bedpost. 

“That  sounds  very  charming.  Perhaps  you  will  dance 
naked  for  me  now.” 

“i  would  love  to,  King,  but  first  you  have  to  say  hello  to 
my  friend.” 

“Your  friend?”  said  Abu,  looking  to  the  door.  “But  you 
came  alone.” 

“Not  so,”  she  said,  and  around  the  other  side  of  the 
purple  drape  a small  face  peeked  out.  Stella  had  brought 
a hand  puppet.  “King,  meet  Madame  Defarge.” 

Abu  sat  at  the  foot  of  the  bed  and  shook  the  tiny  puppet 
hand.  “Hello.” 

“Alio  Monsieur,”  said  the  puppet,  Stella’s  lips  barely 
moving.  “You  would  like  to  have  some  fun  tonight?  I can 
show  you  a good  time” 

“Oh,  you  can  show  me  a good  time?  Well,  my  girl,  I am 
always  ready  for  a good  time.  What  should  we  do  first?” 

“First  of  all,  you  musttake  off  allze  clothes,  and  thenyou 
must  lie  down  on  ze  bed.”  When  the  King  complied  with 
this  request,  the  puppet  continued,  “Now  put  hands  up 
over  ze  head,  and  let  me  tie  them  up.” 

Soon  Stella  had  Abu  bound  hand  and  foot  to  the 
bedposts.  Now  Stella  and  her  puppet  took  turns  kissing 
the  King’s  face  and  ears  and  rubbing  his  stomach,  and 
making  much  of  him.  Then  the  puppet  said,  still  with 
almost  no  movement  of  Stella’s  lips,  “I  have  a surprise  for 
you.”  It  reached  into  Stella’s  bag  and  brought  out  a 
miniature  guillotine  about  six  inches  tall. 

“During  the  revolution,  we  had  many  troublemakers 
that  we  had  to  deal  with.  Do  you  have  troublemakers  here, 
Monsieur?” 

“Yes,”  said  the  King.  “We  have  troublemakers.  Offwith 
their  heads!” 

“Offwith  their  heads!”  repeated  Madame  Defarge,  the 
puppet. 

Then  it  turned  to  Stella  and  said,  “Let  us  give  a 

demonstration,  no?” 

“No,”  said  Stella.  “1  don’t  think  it’s  a good  idea.” 

“It  is  a good  idea,”  shouted  the  puppet.  “If  you  don’t 
like  it,  you  leave  the  room,  and  I will  show  Monsieur  the 


demonstration.” 

“No!”  said  Stella,  arguing  with  the  puppet.  “ It  is  not  a 
good  idea.  But  if  you’re  going  to  do  it,  I want  to  be  here.” 

The  King  was  enjoying  the  show  immensely.  None  of 
his  other  women  had  ever  staged  a puppet  show  for  him. 

Madame  Defarge  set  the  guillotine  on  the  bed  and 
raised  the  blade,  then  hummed  a bit  of  the  Marseilles,  and 
let  it  fall.  “Offwith  their  heads!  “ 

“Offwith  their  heads!”  echoed  Abu. 

“Now  here  we  have  a traitor,”  said  the  puppet,  “Off 
with  his  head!  And  here  we  have  an  aristocrat.  Offwith  his 
head!  And  here  there  is  a spy.  Off  with  his  head!”  The 
puppet  gaily  raised  and  dropped  the  blade,  while  the  King 
sang  along  every  time,  “Offwith  his  head.” 

But  on  the  third  round , Stella  appeared  to  get  her  finger 
in  the  way.  The  blade  came  down,  leaving  a realistic 
looking  severed  finger  oozing  onto  the  bedspread.  The 
King,  although  realizing  it  was  a magic  trick,  was  excited 
by  the  apparent  mutilation.  “Off  with  her  finger!”  he 
shouted,  while  Stella  pretended  to  be  in  pain.  Each  time 
she  moaned,  Abu’s  penis  grew  stiffer  and  longer.  “Off 
with  his  head”  he  shouted  again. 

“And  now,”  said  the  puppet  with  malice,  “what  have 
we  here?  We  have  a royalist.  What  shall  we  do  with  the 
royalist?” 

“Offwith  his  ...,”  shouted  the  King,  but  was  unable  to 
finish  when  he  saw  that  Madame  Defarge  was  moving  the 
guillotine  into  position  over  his  penis.  Stella  dripped  some 
of  the  fake  blood  from  her  finger  stump  onto  the  erect 
member. 

The  King  watched  with  fascination  and  horror  in  equal 
parts  as  the  little  puppet  raised  the  blade  again. 

“No,  no,  don’t  do  it,”  pleaded  Stella.  She  tried  to  push 
the  device  away  but  only  smeared  more  blood  on  the 
King’s  penis. 

“Offwith  his  head,”  shouted  the  puppet,  letting  the 
blade  drop.  At  the  moment  the  blade  appeared  to  pass 
through  the  King’s  organ,  he  ejaculated,  cried  out,  and 
fainted. 

“Well,  well,”  said  Stella  to  her  puppet.  “That  worked 
very  nicely.  Thank  you  Madame.”  She  put  the  puppet  and 
the  trick  guillotine  back  in  her  bag.  Then  she  untied  the 
King’s  hands  and  feet,  and  tucked  him  nicely  into  bed,  so 
he  would  be  comfortable  when  he  later  woke  that  night 
from  his  deep  dream  of  peace. 

A bit  later,  Stella  and  Moira  cuddled  together  in  the 
Cloud  Nine  bed  and  discussed  the  King.  “I  hope  he  liked 
it.  It  sounds  like  he  probably  liked  it.  Do  you  think  he  did?” 
asked  Moira. 

“It  was  pretty  radical,”  said  Stella. 

“He  really  passed  out?  I bet  that’s  a good  sign.  He’ll 
probably  grant  you  some  kind  of  present.”  Moira  stroked 
Stella’s  leg.  “Whatwouldyouaskfor?  Don’t  ask  for  money 
or  jewels.  You  won’t  have  any  place  to  use  them.  “ 
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Stella  nibbled  on  Moira’s  ear. 

“You  know  what  I really  want?” 

“Hmmm?” 

“1  want  one  of  those  Walkman  cassette  players.” 

“Honey,”  said  Moira,  “anything  like  that,  you  just  pick 
up  the  phone  and  ask  for  it.  Fifteen  minutes  it  shows  up.” 

“Oh  yeah?  What  if  I want  a hundred  of  them.” 

“If  you  want  a hundred,  it  might  take  a couple  hours.” 

“And  what  if  I want  a hydrogen  bomb?”  asked  Stella. 

“If  you  want  the  bomb,  just  go  get  it  from  the  chest  in 
Abu’sthroneroom.  But  don’t  blow  us  till  up.  I have  a better 
idea  of  how  to  spend  our  time.”  Moira  took  Stella’s  big  toe 
in  her  mouth.  She  licked  it  and  sucked  it  and  chewed 
gently  on  it.  One  thing  led  to  another,  and  soon  Stella  and 
Moira  were  rolling  together  in  ecstatic  abandon. 

At  eight  AM  the  door  banged  open  and  in  strode  Anita. 
She  flicked  her  white  whip  at  the  servant  who  followed 
behind  her.  “Go  away,”  she  said. 

“Uh  oh,”  said  Moira. 

“Stella  Tate,”  said  Anita,  with  a crooked  smile,  “King 
Abu  Ben  Adam,  in  recognition  of  services  rendered  ...” 

“He  didn’t  like  it,”  whispered  Moira. 

“Quiet!”  shouted  Anita,  cracking  her  whip  and  slicing 
through  a layer  of  white  tulle  drapery.  “In  recognition  of 
services  rendered,  the  King  has  granted  you  the  honor  of 
appearing  as  Royal  Cheerleader  at  the  Cancion  High 
School  football  game  tomorrow  night.” 

"Gang  bang  duty,”  said  Moira. 

“So  it  is  called  by  the  ignorant,”  said  Anita.  “You  have 
also  the  honor,  after  the  game,  of  conferring  your  sexual 
favors  on  all  the  members  of  the  team.  You  are  very 
fortunate.” 

“Oh  shit,”  said  Stella.  “Ouch!”  Anita  had  cracked  her 
whip  again,  leaving  a thin  red  brand  on  Stella’s  shoulder. 

Moira  got  out  of  bed  and  kneeled  before  Anita.  “Anita,” 
she  said,  “I  humbly  submit  my  unworthy  self  as  a substi- 
tute for  this  woman.  She  is  new,  and  is  not  as  well  versed 
in  the  erotic  cuts  as  I am.” 

“You  want  to  take  her  place?”  said  Anita.  “Ha!  That’s  a 
first.  Here  is  my  answer.  You  will  both  go.  There  will  be  two 
Royal  Cheerleaders  at  tomorrow  night’s  game.” 

m « •» 

The  next  night,  Anita  inspected  the  two  women  before 
the  game.  They  wore  identical  outfits  - heavy  white 
sweater  with  a green  “C”,  short  green  and  white  pleated 
skirt,  ruffled  white  panties,  and  white  tennis  shoes  and 
socks.  But  despite  the  uniforms,  Moira  and  Stella  looked 
very  different. 

Moira’s  dark  beauty  made  her  seem  taller  and  slimmer 
than  she  was.  She  appeared  to  be  in  control  of  the 
situation,  tolerant  of  her  fate,  and  even  looking  forward  a 
bit  to  getting  out  of  the  castle  for  an  evening. 

Stella,  shorter  and  rounder,  looked  ill  at  ease.  Aware  of 
entering  a strange  and  uncontrolled  situation,  she  was 
also  concerned  that  she  had  gotten  Moira  in  trouble  with 


the  powers  that  be.  Stella  had  deliberately  signed  up  for 
a dangerous  assignment,  but  she  felt  uncomfortable  about 
getting  Moira  involved.  She  shook  her  head  as  if  to  dispel 
unpleasant  thoughts.  Her  blonde  curls  briefly  danced, 
then  hung  in  dejection  around  an  unhappy  face. 

Anita,  for  once  not  carrying  her  whip,  addressed  herself 
to  Moira.  “I  can  see  that  the  American  woman  isdisturbed. 
The  King  would  like  this  evening  to  be  a rousing  success.” 
She  injected  a syringe  of  obedience  drug  into  Stella’s  arm. 
“You  are  excited  about  the  game,”  she  said  into  Stella’s 
ear.  “You  want  to  satisfy  the  boys.  You  will  enjoy  yourself 
tonight.” 

Moira,  realizing  that  Anita  was  for  once  trying  to  be 
helpful,  and  knowing  it  would  be  easiest  on  Stella  if  she 
went  along  with  the  program,  added  her  own  instructions. 
“She’s  right,  Stella.  Enjoy  yourself  tonight.” 

Stella’s  eyes  became  bright  with  drug-induced  enthu- 
siasm. She  waved  her  green  and  white  pompoms  in  atrial 

cheer.  “Come  on  Moira,  let’s  go!  What’s  keeping  us?” 

• ♦ • 

Stanley  Tate,  hibernating  in  a deep  recess  of  Stella’s 
brain,  stirred  slightly.  He  felt  something  wrong  - some- 
thing gone  crooked  in  the  normal  ebb  and  flow  of  Stella’s 
thought  patterns.  He  tried  to  get  a feeling  for  what  was 
going  on,  but  Stella’s  high  level  of  physical  and  mental 
activity  was  using  up  most  of  the  available  oxygen.  It  was 
all  Stanley  could  do  not  to  fail  bade  into  suspended 
animation. 

At  the  football  game,  Stella  was  a big  hit.  The  crowd  and 
the  football  team  liked  the  perky  cheerleader.  She  got  the 
crowd  really  going,  and  greeted  the  players  when  they 
came  off  the  field.  When  the  wide  receiver  turned  a short 
pass  into  a long  touchdown,  she  made  him  take  off  his 
helmet  cind  gave  the  boy  a kiss. 

The  feeling  of  a boy’s  tongue  in  his  mouth  woke  Stanley 
up.  He  probed  for  Stella’s  consdousness,  and  couldn’t 
make  any  connection.  All  he  could  sense  was  a huge  wall. 
On  the  other  side  of  the  wall  was  a lot  of  noise  and  energy 
and  exdtement,  but  he  couldn’t  tell  what  it  was  all  about. 
It  was  like  there  was  a big  party  going  on  at  Stella’s  house, 
but  she  wasn’t  home. 

Becoming  more  frantic  by  the  minute,  Stanley  struggled 
to  gather  enough  consciousness  to  get  a visual  reading. 
Finally,  he  could  see  a little  bit,  as  if  through  a narrow  tube. 
The  world  jumped  up  and  down,  then  did  a cartwheel, 
then  steadied  out  when  Stella  and  Moira  landed  together 
in  a straight  leg  split.  The  crowd  roared.  Stanley  looked 
down  at  his  smooth  legs  and  saw  the  short  green  and 
white  skirt,  then  he  looked  up  at  the  crowd  and  figured  out 
he  was  cheerleading  at  a football  game.  But  he  still 
couldn’t  figure  out  what  was  wrong  with  Stella. 

just  then,  the  Cancion  High  team  forced  a fumble  and 
recovered  it.  Stella’s  heart  swelled  and  her  body  thrilled 
with  a rush  of  adrenaline  that  plunged  Stanley  back  into 
the  darkness. 

...to  be  continued  in  LadyLike  # 16 
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